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THE HOME OF LAFAYETTE. 


» Arrer General Lafayette’s visit to 

the United States, in 1824, every Amer- 
ican who went to France went with a 
firm conviction that he had a right to 
take as much as he chose of the old gen- 
tleman’s time and hospitality, at his own 
estimate of their value. Fortunately, the 
number of travellers was not great in 
those days, although a week seldom pass- 
ed without bringing two or three new 
faces to the Rue d’Anjou or La Grange. 
It was well both for the purse and the 
patience of the kind-hearted old man 
that ocean steamers were still a doubtful 
problem, and first-class packets rarely 
over five hundred tons. 

It could hardly be expected that a boy 
of sixteen should have more discretion 
than his elders; and following the uni- 
versal example of my countrymen, the 
first use that I made of a Parisian cabrio- 
let was to drive to No. 6, Rue @’Anjou. 
The porte cochére was open, and the por- 
ter in his lodge, — a brisk little French- 
man, somewhat past middle age, with just 
bows enough to prove his nationality, and 
very expressive gestures, which I under- 
stood much better than I did his words; 
for they said, or seemed to say, —‘‘ The 


General is out, and I will take charge of 
your letter and card.” There was noth- 
ing else for me to do, and so, handing 
over my credentials, I gave the rest of 
the morning to sight-seeing, and, being a 
novice at it and alone, soon got tired and 
returned to my hotel. 

I don’t know how that hotel would lool 
to me now; but to my untrained eyes 
of that day it looked wonderfully fine. I 
liked the name, — the Petit Hétel Mont- 
morenci, — for I knew enough of French 
history to know that Montmorenci had al- 
ways been a great name in France. Then 
it was the favorite resort of Americans ; 
and although I was learning the phras- 
es in Blagdon as fast as I could, I still 
found English by far the most agreeable 
means of communication for everything 
beyond an appeal to the waiter for more 
wood or a clean towel. Table d’Haote, 
too, brought us all together, with an abun- 
dant, if not a rich, harvest of personal ex- 
periences gathered during the day from 
every quarter of the teeming city. Brad- 
ford was there with his handsome face 
and fine figure, —an old resident, as it 
then seemed to me; for he had been 
abroad two years, and could speak what 
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sounded to my ears as French-like as any 
French I had ever heard. Poor fellow! 
scarce three years had passed when he 
laid him down to his last sleep in a con- 
vent of Jerusalem, without a friend to 
smooth his pillow or listen to his last wish- 
es. Of most of the others the names 
have escaped me ; but I shall never for- 
get how wide I opened my eyes, one even- 
ing, at the assertion of a new-comer, that 
he had done more for the enlightenment 
of France than any man living or dead. 
The incomparable gravity with which the 
assertion was made drew every eye to 
the speaker, who, after enjoying our as- 
tonishment for a while, told us that he 
had been the first to send out a whaler 
from Havre, and had secured almost a 
monopoly of the oil-trade. Some years 
afterwards I made a passage with his 
brother, and learned from him the histo- 
ry of this Yankee enterprise, which had 
filled two capacious purses, and substitut- 
ed the harpoon for the pruning-knife, the 
whale-ship for the olive-orchard, in the 
very stronghold of the emblem of peace; 
and now the collier with his pickaxe has 
driven them both from the field. But 
the Petit Hotel Montmorenci did not 
wait for the change. Its broad court was 
never enlivened by gas. Its tables and 
mantels were decked to the last hour 
with the alabaster whiteness of those pure 
wax tapers which shed such a soft light 
upon your book, and grew up into such 
formidable items in your bills. A long 
passage — one of those luxuries of rainy, 
muddy Paris, lined with stores that you 
cannot help lingering over, if for noth- 
ing else, to wonder at the fertility of the 
human brain when it makes itself the 
willing minister of human caprice — coy- 
ers the whole space which the hotel stood 
on, and unites the Neuve St. Mare with 
the once distant Boulevard. 

As I passed the porter’s lodge, he hand- 
ed me a letter. The hand was one that 
I had never seen before ; the address was 
in French; and the seal, red wax thinly 
spread, but something which had been 
pu it before it was cool had entirely 
res the impress: as T afterwards learn- 
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ed, it was the profile of Washington. I 
opened it, and judge my surprise and de- 
light on reading the following words :— 


© Paris, Thursday. 
“Tam very sorry not to have had the 
pleasure to see you when you have called 
this morning, my dear Sir. My stay in 
town will be short. But you will find 
me to-morrow from nine in the morning 
until twelve. I hope we shall see you 
soon at La Grange, which I beg of you 
to consider as your home, being that of 
your grandfather's most intimate friend 
and _ brother-in-arms. 
“ LAFAYETTE.” 


It was nearly eleven when I reached 
the Rue d’Anjou and began for the first 
time to mount the broad stairway of a 
Parisian palace. The General’s apart- 
ments were on the entresol, with a sepa- 
rate staircase from the first landing of 
the principal one ; for his lameness made 
it difficult for him to go up-stairs, and 
the entresol, a half-story between the 
ground floor and the first story, when, 
as was the case here, high enough in the 
ceiling, is one of the freest and pleasant- 
est parts of a French house. His apart- 
ments comprised five rooms on a line, — 
an antechamber, a dining-room, two par- 
lors, and a bed-room, with windows on the 
street,—and the same number of smaller 
rooms on a parallel line, with their win- 
dows on the court-yard, which served 
for his secretary and servants. The fur- 
niture throughout was neat and plain: 
the usual comfortable arm-chairs and so- 
fas, the indispensable clock and mirror 
over the mantelpiece, and in each fire- 
place a cheerful wood-fire. There were 
two or three servants in the antecham- 
ber, well-dressed, but not in livery; and 
in the parlor, into which I was shown on 
handing my card, two or three persons 
waiting for an audience. Fortunately 
for me, they were there on business, and 
the business was soon despatched ; and 
passing, in turn, into the reception parlor, 
I found myself in the presence of the 
friend of Washington and my grandfa- 


1861.] The Home 


ther. He received me so cordially, with 
such kind inquiries into the object and 
cause of my journey, such a fatherly in- 
terest in my plans and aims, such an ear- 
nest repetition of the invitation he had 
given me in his note to look upon La 
Grange as my home, that I felt at once 
that I was no longer without a guide and 
protector in a foreign land. It was some 
time before I could observe him closely 
enough to get a just idea of his appear- 
ance; for I had never before been con- 
sciously in the presence of a man who 
had filled so many pages of real history, 
and of the history which above all others 
I was most interested in. I felt as if a 
veil had been suddenly lifted, and the 
great men I had read of and dreamed 
of were passing before me. There were 
the features which, though changed, had 
so often called up a smile of welcome to 
the lips of Washington; there was the 
man who had shared with my grandfa- 
ther the perils of the Brandywine and 
Monmouth, the long winter encampment, 
and the wearisome summer march; the 
man whom Napoleon had tried all the 
fascinations of his art upon, and failed to 
lure him from his devotion to the cause of 
freedom; whom Marat and Robespierre 
had marked out for destruction, and 
kings and emperors leagued against in 
hatred and fear. It was more like a 
dream than a reality, and for the first 
twenty minutes I was almost afraid to 
stir for fear I might wake up and find 
the vision gone. But when I began to 
look at him as a being of real flesh and 
blood, I found that Ary Scheffer’s por- 
trait had not deceived me. Features, 
expression, carriage, all were just as it 
had taught me to expect them, and it 
seemed to me as if I had always known 
him. The moment I felt this I began to 
feel at my ease ; and though I never en- 
tirely lost the feeling that I had a living 
chapter of history before me, I soon learn- 
ed to look upon him as a father. 

As I was rising to go, a lady entered 
the room, and, without waiting for an in- 
troduction, held out her hand so cordially 
that I knew it must be one of his daugh- 
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ters. It was Madame de Lasteyrie, who, 
like her mother and sister, had shared 
his dungeon at Olmiitz. Her English, 
though perfectly intelligible, was not as 
fluent as her father’s, but she had no diffi- 
culty in saying some pleasant things about 
family friendship which made me very 
happy. She lived in the same street, 
though not in the same house with the 
General, and that morning my good-for- 
tune had brought the whole family to- 
gether at No. 6. 

The occasion was a singular one. One 
of those heartless speculators to whom 
our Government has too often given free 
scope among the Indian tribes of our bor- 
ders had brought to France a party of 
Osages, on an embassy, as he gave them 
to understand, but in reality with the 
intention of exhibiting them, very much 
as Van Amburgh exhibits his wild beasts. 
General Lafayette was determined, if 
possible, to counteract this abominable 
scheme ; but as, unfortunately, there was 
no one who could interpret for him but 
the speculator himself, he found it diffi- 
cult to make the poor Indians understand 
their real position. He had already seen 
and talked with them, and was feeling 
very badly at not being able to do more. 
This morning he was to receive them at 
his house, and his own family, with one 
or two personal friends, had been invited 
to witness the interview. 

Madame de Lasteyrie was soon follow- 
ed by her daughters, and in a few mo- 
ments I found myself shaking some very 
pretty hands, and smiled upon by some 
very pretty faces. It was something of a 
trial for one who had never been in a 
full drawing-room in his life, and whom 
Nature had predestined to mauvaise honie 
to the end of his days. Still I made the 
best of it, and as there is nothing so dread- 
ful, after all, in a bright eye and rosy lip, 
and the General’s invitation to look upon 
his house as my home was so evidently 
to be taken in its literal interpretation, I 
soon began to feel at my ease. 

The rooms gradually filled. Madame 
de Maubourg came in soon after her sis- 
ter, and, as I was talking to one of the 
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young ladies, a gentleman with a coun- 
tenance not altogether unlike the Gener- 
al’s, though nearly bald, and with what 
was left of his hair perfectly gray, came up 
and introduced himself to me as George 
Lafayette. It was the last link in the 
chain. The last letter that my grand- 
father ever wrote to General Lafayette 
had been about a project which they had 
formed at the close of the war, to bring 
up their sons —‘“ the two George Wash- 
ingtons”— together; and as soon after 
General Greene’s death as the necessa- 
ry arrangement could be made, my poor 
uncle was sent to France and placed un- 
der the General’s care. It was of him 
that General Washington had written to 
Colonel Wadsworth, ‘ But should it turn 
out differently, and Mrs. Greene, yourself, 
and Mr. Rutledge” (General Greene’s 
executors) “should think proper to in- 
trust my namesake, G. W. Greene, to 
my care, I will give him as good an edu- 
cation as this country (I mean North 
America) will afford, and will bring 
him up to either of the genteel profes- 
sions that his friends may choose or his 
own inclination shall lead him to pursue, 
at my own cost and charge.” “ He is 
a lively boy,” wrote General Knox to 
Washington, on returning from putting 
him on board the French packet, “ and, 
with a good education, will probably be 
an honor to the name of his father and 
the pride of his friends.” 

I may be pardoned for dwelling a mo- 
ment on the scanty memorials of one 
whose name is often mentioned in the 
letters of Washington, and whose early 
promise awakened the fondest expecta- 
tions. He was a beautiful boy, if the ex- 
quisite little miniature before me may be 
trusted, blending sweetly the more char- 
acteristic traits of his father and mother 
in his face, in a way that must have made 
him very dear to both. With the oflicers 
and soldiers he was a great favorite, and 
it cost his father a hard effort to deny 
himself the gratification of having him al- 
ways with him at camp during the winter. 
But the sense of paternal duty prevailed, 
and as soon as he was thought old enough 
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to profit by it, he was put under the 
charge of Dr. Witherspoon at Princeton. 
“JT cannot omit informing you,” writes 
General Washington, in 1783, “ that I let 
no opportunity slip to inquire after your 
son George at Princeton, and that it is 
with pleasure I hear he enjoys good 
health, and is a fine, promising boy.” 
He remained in France till 1792, when 
his mother’s anxiety for his safety over- 
came her desire for the completion of his 
studies, and she wrote to Gouverneur 
Morris, who was then in France, to send 
him home. “Mr. Jefferson,” reads the 
autograph before me, “ presents his most 
respectful compliments to Mrs. Greene, 
and will with great pleasure write to Mr. 
Morris on the subject of her son’s return, 
forwarding her letter at the same time. 
He thinks Mrs. Greene concluded that he 
should return by the way of London. If 
he is mistaken, she will be so good as to 
correct him, as his letter to Mr. Morris 
will otherwise be on that supposition.” 
He returned a large, vigorous, athletic 
man, full of the scenes he had witnessed, 
and ready to engage in active life with the 
ardor of his age and the high hopes which 
his name authorized; for it was in the days 
of Washington and Hamilton and Knox, 
men who extended to the son the love 
they had borne to the father. But his 
first winter was to be given to his home, 
to his mother and sisters ; and there, while 
pursuing too eagerly his favorite sport of 
duck-shooting from a canoe on the Sa- 
vannah, his boat was overset, and, though 
his companion escaped by clinging to the 
canoe, he was borne down by the weight 
of his accoutrements and drowned. The 
next day the body was recovered, and 
the vault which but six years before had 
prematurely opened its doors to receive 
the remains of the father was opened 
again for the son. Not long after, his 
family removed to Cumberland Island 
and ceased to look upon Savannah as 
their burial-place ; and when, for the first 
time, after the lapse of more than thirty 
years, and at the approach of Lafayette 
on his last memorable visit to the United 
States, a people awoke from their leth- 
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argy and asked where the bones of the 
hero of the South had been laid, there 
was no one to point out their resting- 
place. Happy, if what the poet tells us 
be true, and “ still in our ashes live their 
wonted fires,” that they have long since 
mingled irrevocably with the soil of the 
land that he saved, and can never be- 
come associated with a movement that 
has been disgraced by the vile flag of Se- 
cession | 

But to return to the Rue d’Anjou. A 
loud noise in the street announced the 
approach of the Indians, whose appear- 
ance in an open carriage had drawn to- 
gether a dense crowd of sight-loving Pa- 
risians ; and in a few moments they en- 
tered, decked out in characteristic finery, 
but without any of that natural erace and 
dignity which I had been taught to look 
for in the natives of the forest. The Gen- 
eral received them with the dignified af- 
fability which was the distinctive charac- 
teristic of his manner under all circum- 
stances; and although there was nothing 
in the occasion to justify it, 1 could not 
help recalling Madame de Staél'’s com- 
ment upon his appearance at Versailles, 
on the fearful fifth of October: —“M. de 
la Fayette was perfectly calm; nobody 
ever saw him otherwise.” Withdrawing 
with them into an inner room, he did his 
best, as he afterwards told me, to prevail 
upon them to return home, though not 
without serious doubts of the honesty of 
their interpreter. It was while this pri- 
vate conference was going on that I got 
my first sight of Cooper, — completing 
my morning’s experience by exchanging 
a few words with the man, of all others 
among my countrymen, whom I had most 
wished to know. Meanwhile the table 
in the dining-room was spread with cakes 
and preserves, and before the company 
withdrew, they had a good opportunity of 
convincing themselves, that, if the Amer- 
ican Indian had made but little progress 
in the other arts of civilization, he had 
attained to a full appreciation of the vir- 
tues of sweetmeats and pastry. 

I cannot close this portion of my sto- 
ry without relating my second interview 
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with my aboriginal countrymen, not quite 
so satisfactory as the first, but at least with 
its amusing, or rather its laughable side. 
I was living in Siena, a quiet old Tus- 
can town, with barely fifteen thousand in- 
habitants to occupy a circuit of wall that 
had once held fifty,— but with all the re- 
mains of its former greatness about it, 
noble palaces, a cathedral second in beau- 
ty to that of Milan alone, churches filled 
with fine pictures, an excellent public 
library, (God's blessing be upon it, for it 
was in one of its dreamy alcoves that I 
first read Dante,) a good opera in the 
summer, and good society all the year 
round. Month was gliding after month 
in happy succession. JI had dropped read- 
ily into the tranquil round of the daily 
life, had formed many acquaintances and 
two or three intimate ones, and, though 
reminded from time to time of the Gen- 
eral by a paternal letter, had altogether 
forgotten the specimens of the children 
of the forest whom I had seen under his 
roof. One evening —I do not remember 
the month, though I think it was late in 
the autumn —I had made up my mind 
to stay at home and study, and was just 
sitting down to my books, when a friend 
came in with the air of a man who had 
something very interesting to say. 

“ Quick, quick! shut your book, and 
come with me to the theatre.” 

“Impossible! I ’m tired, and, more- 
over, have something to do which I must 
do to-night.” 

“ To-morrow night will do just as well 
for that, but not for the theatre.” 

© Why?” 

“ Because there are some of your coun- 
trymen here who are going to be exhibit- 
ed on the stage, and the Countess P. 
and all your friends want you to come 
and interpret for them.” 

“Infinitely obliged. And pray, what 
do you mean by saying that some of 
my countrymen are to be exhibited on 
the stage? Do you take Americans for 
mountebanks ? ” 

“No, I don’t mean that; but it is just 
as I tell you. Some Americans will ap- 
pear on the stage to-night and make a 
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speech in American, and you must come 
and explain it to us.” 

I must confess, that, at first, my digni- 
ty was a little hurt at the idea of an ex- 
hibition of Americans; but a moment’s 
reflection convinced me that I had no 
grounds for offence, and all of a sudden 
it occurred to me that the “ Americans” 
might be my friends of the Rue d’Anjou, 
whose “guide and interpreter,” though 
hardly their “ friend,” had got them down 
as far as Siena on the general embassy. 
I was resolved to see, and accordingly 
exchanging my dressing-gown and slip- 
pers for a dress-box costume, I accom- 
panied my friend to the theatre. My ap- 
pearance at the pit-door was the signal for 
nods and beckonings from a dozen boxes ; 
but as no one could dispute the superior 
claims of the Countess P——, I soon 
found myself seated in the front of her 
Ladyship’s box, and the chief object of 
attention till the curtain rose. 

“ And now, my dear G , tell us 
all about these strange countrymen of 
yours, — how they live, — whether it is 
true that they eat one another, — what 
kind of houses they have,—how they 
treat their women, —and everything else 
that we ought to know.” 

Two or three years later, when Cooper 
began to be translated, they would have 
known better; but now nothing could 
convince them that I was not perfectly 
qualified to answer all their questions 
and stand interpreter between my coun- 
trymen and the audience. Fortunately, 
Thad read Irving’s beautiful paper in the 
“ Sketch-Book,” and knew “ The Last of 
the Mohicans” by heart; and putting to- 
gether, as well as I could, the ideas of In- 
dian life I had gained from these sources, 
I accomplished my task to the entire satis- 
faction of my interrogators. At last the 
curtain rose, and, though reduced in num- 
ber, and evidently much the worse for 
their protracted stay in the land of civil- 
ization and brandy, there they were, the 
very Osages I had seen at the good old 
General's. The interpreter came for- 
ward and told his story, making them 
chiefs of rank on a tour of pleasure. And 
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a burly-looking fellow, walking up and 
down the stage with an air that gave the 
lie to every assertion of the interpreter, 
made a speech in deep gutturals to the 
great delight of the listeners. Fortunate- 
ly for me, the Italian love of sound kept 
my companions still till the speech was 
ended, and then, just as they were turn- 
ing to me for a translation, the inter- 
preter announced his intention of trans- 
lating it for them himself. Nothing else, 
I verily believe, could have saved my 
reputation, and enabled me to retain my 
place as a native-born American. When 
the exhibition was over, — and even with 
the ludicrousness of my part of it, to me 
it was a sad one,—I went behind the 
scenes to take a nearer view of these 
poor victims of avarice. They were sit- 
ting round a warming-pan, looking jaded 
and worn, brutalized beyond even what 
Thad first imagined. It was my last sight 
of them, and I was glad of it; how far 
they went, and how many of them found 
their way back to their native land, I 
never was able to learn. 

Before I left the Rue d’Anjou, it was 
arranged, that, as soon as I had seen a 
little more of Paris, I should go to La 
Grange. “ One of the young ladies will 
teach you French,” said the General, 
“and you can make your plans for the 
winter at your leisure.” 


LA GRANGE. 


Ir was on a bright autumn morning 
that I started for the little village of Ro- 
say, —some two leagues from Paris, and 
the nearest point by diligence to La 
Grange. A railroad passes almost equal- 
ly near to it now, and the French dili- 
gence, like its English and American 
counterpart, the stage-coach, has long 
since been shorn of its honors. Yet it 
was a pleasant mode of travelling, taking 
you from place to place in a way to give 
you a good general idea of the country 
you were passing through, and bringing 
you into much closer relations with your 
fellow-travellers than you can form ina 
rail-car. There was the crowd at the 
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door of the post-house where you stop- 
ped to change horses, and the little troop 
of wooden-shoed children that followed 
you up the hill, drawling out in unison, 
“ Un peu de charité, s’il vous plait,” grad- 
ually quickening their pace as the horses 
began to trot, and breaking all off togeth- 
er and tumbling in a heap as they scram- 
bled for the sous that were thrown out to 
them. 

For a light, airy people, the French 
have a wonderful facility in making clum- 
sy-looking vehicles. To look at a dili- 
gence, you would say that it was impos- 
sible to guide it through a narrow street, 
or turn it into a gate. The only thing 
an American would think of likening it 
to would be three carriages of different 
shapes fastened together. First came 
the Coupé, in shape like an old-fashion- 
ed chariot, with a seat for three per- 
sons, and glass windows in front and 
at the sides that gave you a full view 
of everything on the road. This was 
the post of honor, higher in price, and, 
on long journeys, always secured a day 
or two beforehand. Not the least of its 
advantages was the amusement it aflord- 
ed you in watching the postilion and his 
horses, — a never-failing source of merri- 
ment; and what to those who know how 
important it is, in a set of hungry travel- 
lers, to secure a good seat at table, the 
important fact that the coupé-door was 
the first door opened, and the coupé- 
passengers received as the most distin- 
guished personages of the party. The 
Intérieur came next: somewhat larger 
than our common coach, with seats for 
six, face to face, two good windows at 
the sides, and netting above for parcels 
of every kind and size: a comfortable 
place, less exposed to jolts than the cou- 
pé even, and much to be desired, if you 
could but make sure of a back-corner and 
an accommodating companion opposite to 
you. Last of all was the Rotonde, with its 
entrance from the rear, its seats length- 
wise, room for six, and compensating in 
part for its comparative inferiority in oth- 
er respects by leaving you free to get in 
and out as you chose, without consulting 
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the conductor. This, however, was but 
the first story, or the rooms of state of 
this castle on wheels. On a covered 
dicky, directly above the coupé, and thus 
on the very top of the whole machine, 
was another row of passengers, with the 
conductor in front, looking down through 
the dust upon the world beneath them, 
not very comfortable when the sun was 
hot, still less comfortable of a rainy day, 
but just in the place which of all others 
a real traveller would wish to be in at 
morning or evening or of a moonlight 
night. The remainder of the top was re- 
served for the baggage, carefully packed 
and covered up securely from dust and 
rain. 

Thad taken the precaution to engage 
a seat in the coupé the day before I set 
out. Of my companions, I am sorry to 
say, I have not the slightest recollection. 
3ut the road was good,— bordered, as so 
many French roads are, with trees, and 
filled with a thousand objects full of in- 
terest to a young traveller. There was 
the roulage: an immense cart filled with 
goods of all descriptions, and drawn by 
four or five horses, ranged one before an- 
other, each decked with a merry string 
of bells, and generally rising in gradu- 
ated proportions from the full-sized lead- 
er to the enormous thill horse, who bore 
the heat and burden of the day. Some- 
times half a dozen of them would pass 
in a row, the drivers walking together 
and whiling away the time with stories 
and songs. Now and then a post-chaise 
would whirl by with a clattering of wheels 
and cracking of whip that were general- 
ly redoubled as it came nearer to the dili- 
gence, and sank again, when it was pass- 
ed, into comparative moderation both of 
noise and speed. There were foot tray- 
ellers, too, in abundance; and as I saw 
them walking along under the shade of 
the long line of trees that bordered the 
road, I could not help thinking that this 
thoughtful provision for the protection of 
the traveller was the most pleasing indi- 
cation I had yet seen of a country long 
settled. 

While I was thus looking and won- 
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dering, and drawing perhaps the hasty 
comparisons of a novice, I saw a gen- 
tleman coming towards us with a firm, 
quick step, his blue surtout buttoned tight 
over his breast, a light walking-stick in 
his hand, and with the abstracted air of 
a man who saw something beyond the 
reach of the bodily eye. It was Cooper, 
just returning from a visit to the Gener- 
al, and dreaming perhaps of his forest- 
paths or the ocean. His carriage with 
his family was coming slowly on behind. 
A day earlier and I should have found 
them all at La Grange. 

It was evident that the good people of 
Rosay were accustomed to the sight of 
travellers on their way to La Grange 
with a very small stock of French; for 
I had hardly named the place, when a 
brisk little fellow, announcing himself as 
the guide of all the Messieurs Améri- 
cains, swung my portmanteau upon his 
back and set out before me at the regular 
jog-trot of a well-trained porter. The 
distance was but a mile, the country ley- 
el, and we soon came in sight of the cas- 
tle. Castle, indeed, it was, with its point- 
ed Norman towers, its massive walls, and 
broad moat,— memorials of other days, 
—and already gray with age before the 
first roof-tree was laid in the land which 
its owner had helped to build up toa 
great nation. On a hill-side its appear- 
ance would have been grand. As it was, 
it was impressive, and particularly as first 
seen from the road. The portcullis was 
gone, but the arched gateway still re- 
mained, flanked by towers that looked 
sombre and stern, even amidst the deep 
green of the ivy which covered the left 
tower almost to the battlements. I was 
afterwards told that the ivy itself had a 
special significance,—having been plant- 
ed by Charles Fox, during a visit to La 
Grange not long before his death, And 
Fox, it will be remembered, had exert- 
ed all his eloquence to induce the Eng- 
lish Government to demand the liberation 
of Lafayette from Olmiitz,—an act which 
called down upon him at the time the bit- 
terest invectives of party rhetoric, but 
which the historian of England now re- 
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cords as a bright page in the life of one 
of her greatest men. Ah, how different 
would our record be, if we could always 
follow our instinct of immortality, and in 
all our actions look thoughtfully forward 
to the judgment of the future ! 

Passing under the massive arch, I found 
myself in the castle court. Three sides 
of the edifice were still standing, dark- 
ened, indeed, and distained by the winds 
and rains of centuries, but with an air 
of modern comfort and neatness about 
the doors and windows that seemed more 
in keeping than the moat and towers 
with the habits of the present day. The 
other curtain had been thrown down 
years before,—how or why nobody could 
tell me, but not improbably in some of 
the domestic wars which fill and defile 
the annals of medieval Europe. In those 
days the loss of it must have been a seri- 
ous one; but for the modern occupant 
it was a real gain,—letting in the air and 
sunlight, and opening a pleasant view of 
green plantations from every window of 
the court. 

A servant met me at the main en- 
trance, a broad stairway directly oppo- 
site the gate, and, taking my card, led 
me up to a spacious hall, where he asked 
me to wait while he went to announce 
my arrival to the General. The hall 
was a large oblong room, plainly, but 
neatly furnished, with a piano at one 
end, its tessellated oaken floor highly 
polished, and communicating by folding- 
doors with an inner room, in which I 
caught a glimpse of a bright wood-fire, 
and a portrait of Bailly over the man- 
tel. On the wall, to the left of the fold- 
ing-doors, was suspended an American 
flag with its blue field of stars and its 
red and white stripes looking down upon 
me in a way that made my American 
veins tingle. 

But I had barely time to look around 
me before I heard a heavy step on the 
stairs, and the next moment the General 
entered. This time he gave me a French 
greeting, pressing me in his arms and 
kissing me on both cheeks. ‘ We were 
expecting you,” said he, “and you are 
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in good season for dinner. Let me show 
you your room.” 

If I had had my choice of all the rooms 
in the castle, I should have chosen the 
very one that had been assigned me. It 
was on the first— not the ground —floor, 
at the end of a long vaulted gallery and 
in a tower. There was a deep alcove 
from the bed,—a window looking down 
upon the calm waters of the moat, and 
giving glimpses, through the trees, of 
fields and woods beyond, —a fireplace 
with a cheerful fire, which had evident- 
ly been kindled the moment my arrival 
was known,—the tessellated floor with 
its waxen gloss,—and the usual furniture 
of a French bed-room, a good table and 
comfortable chairs. A sugar-bowl filled 
with sparkling beet sugar, and a decan- 
ter of fresh water, on the mantel-piece, 
would have shown me, if there had been 
nothing else to show it, that I was in 
France. The General looked round the 
room to make sure that all was comfort- 
ably arranged for me, and then renew- 
ing his welcome, and telling me that the 
castle-bell would ring for dinner in 
about half an hour, left me to take pos- 
session of my quarters and change my 
dress. 

If I had not been afraid of getting be- 
lated, I should have sat down awhile to 
collect my thoughts and endeavor to 
realize where I was. But as it was, I 
could do little more than unpack my 
trunk, arrange my books and writing- 
materials on the table, and change my 
dusty clothes, before the bell rang. Oh, 
how that bell sounded through the long 
corridor from its watch-tower over the 
gateway! And howI shrank back when 
I found myself on the threshold of the 
hall and saw the inner room full! The 
General must have divined my feelings; 
for, the moment he saw me, he came for- 
ward to meet me, and, taking me by the 
arm, presented me to all the elders of the 
party in turn. He apparently supposed, 
that, with the start I had had in the Rue 
d’Anjou, I should make my way among 
the younger ones myself. 

It was a family circle covering three 
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generations: the General, his son and 
daughter-in-law and two daughters, and 
ten grandchildren, —among whom I was 
glad to see some of both sexes suflicient- 
ly near my own age to open a very 
pleasant prospect for me whenever I 
should have learnt French enough to 
feel at home among them. Nor was the 
domestic character of the group broken 
by the presence of a son of Casimir 
Périer, who was soon to marry George 
Lafayette’s eldest daughter, the Count 
de Ségur, the General’s uncle, though 
but a month or two his elder, and the 
Count de Tracy, father of Madame 
George de Lafayette, and founder of 
the French school of Ideology, compan- 
ions, both of them, of the General’s youth, 
and, at this serene close of a life of 
strange vicissitudes and bitter trials, still 
his friends. Levasseur, his secretary, who 
had accompanied him in his visit to the 
United States, with his German wife, 
a young gentleman whose name I have 
forgotten, but who was the private tutor 
of young Jules de Lasteyrie, and Major 
Frye, an English half-pay oflicer, of 
whom I shall have a good deal more 
to say by-and-by, completed the circle. 
We formed a long procession to the din- 
ing-room, and I shall never forget how 
awkward I felt on finding myself walk- 
ing, with the General’s arm in mine, at 
the head of it. There was a certain air 
of high breeding, of respect for others 
founded on self-respect, and a perfect 
familiarity with all the forms of society, 
which relieved me from much of my em- 
barrassment by making me feel instine- 
tively that nobody would take unpleas- 
ant notice of it. Still, that first dinner 
was a trial to my nerves, though I do 
not remember that the trial interfered 
with my appetite. It was served, of 
course, in courses, beginning with soup 
and ending with fruit. Most of the dish- 
es, as I afterwards learned, were the prod- 
uce of the farm, and they certainly bore 
good witness to the farmer's judgment 
and skill. *The General was a hearty 
eater, as most Frenchmen are; but he 
loved to season his food with conversa- 
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tion, and, much as he relished his meals, 
he seemed to relish the pleasant talk be- 
tween the courses still more. As I was 
unable to follow the canversation of the 
table, I came in for a large share of the 
General’s attention, who would turn to 
me every now and then with something 
pleasant to say. He had had the con- 
sideration, too, to place one of the young 
ladies next to me, directly on my right, 
as I was on his; and her English, though 
not perfectly fluent, was fluent enough to 
enable us to keep up a lively interlude. 

On returning to the drawing-room, the 
General led me up to a portrait of my 
grandfather, and indulged himself for a 
while in endeavoring to trace a resem- 
blance between us. I say indulged; for 
he often, down to the last time that I 
ever saw him, came back to this subject, 
and seemed to take a peculiar pleasure 
in it. He had been warmly attached 
to General Greene, and the attachment 
which both of them bore to Washington 
served to strengthen their attachment to 
each other. This portrait, a copy from 
Peale, had been one of the fruits of his 
last visit to the United States, and hung, 
with those of some other personal friends, 
— great men all of them, — on the draw- 
ing-room wall. His Washington was a 
bronze from Houdon’s bust, and stood 
opposite the mantel-piece on a marble 
pedestal. Conversation and music filled 
up the rest of the evening, and before I 
withdrew for the night it had been ar- 
ranged that I should begin my French 
the next morning, with one of the young 
ladies for teacher. And thus ended my 
first day at La Grange. 


EVERY-DAY LIFE AT LA GRANGE. 


Tue daily life at La Grange was ne- 
cessarily systematic. The General’s po- 
sition compelled him to see a great deal 
of company and exposed him to con- 
stant interruptions. He kept a kind of 
open table, at which part of the faces 
seemed to be changing every day. Then 
there were his own children, with claims 
upon his attention which he was not dis- 
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posed to deny, and a large family of 
grandchildren to educate, upon all of 
whose minds he wished to leave personal 
impressions of their intercourse with him 
which should make them feel how much 
he loved and cherished them all. For- 
tunately, the size of the castle made it 
easy to keep the family rooms distant 
from the rooms of the guests; and a judi- 
cious division of time enabled him to pre- 
serve a degree of freedom in the midst 
of constraint, which, though the rule in 
Europe, American hosts in town or coun- 
try have very little conception of. 

Every one rose at his own hour, and 
was master of his time till eleven. If he 
wanted an early breakfast, he could have 
a cup of coffee or chocolate or milk in 
his room for the asking. But the family 
breakfast-hour was at eleven, a true 
French breakfast, and attended with all 
the forms of dinner except in dress. The 
castle-bell was rung; the household col- 
lected in the parlor; and all descend- 
ed in one order to the dining-room. It 
was pleasant to see this morning gath- 
ering. The General was almost always 
among the first to come in and take his 
stand by the fireplace, with a cordial 
greeting for each guest in turn. As his 
grandchildren entered, they went up to 
offer their morning salutations to him 
first of all, and there was the paternal 
kiss on the forehead and a pleasant word 
for each. His son and daughters gen- 
erally saw him in his own room before 
they came down. 

Breakfast was a cheerful meal, served 
in courses like dinner, and seasoned with 
conversation, in which every one was free 
to take a part or listen, as he felt dispos- 
ed. There was no hurry, no confusion 
about it; all sat down and rose at the 
same time ; and as every one that worked 
at all had evidently done part of his day’s 
work before he came to table, all came 
with good appetites. Then came the 
family walk, all starting out in a group, 
but always sure to break up into smaller 
groups as they went on: the natural law 
of aflinities never failing to make itself 
felt, and they who found most pleasure 


1861.] 


in each other's society generally ending 
their walk together. Sometimes the Gen- 
eral would come a little way with us, but 
soon turned off to the farm, or dropped be- 
hind and went back to his books and let- 
ters. An hour in the grounds passed quick- 
ly,—too quickly, I often used to think ; 
and then, unless, as occasionally happen- 
ed, there was an excursion on foot which 
all were to take part in, the members of 
the family withdrew to their own apart- 
ments, and the guests were left free to 
fill up the time till dinner as they chose. 
With books, papers, and visits from room 
to room, or strolls about the grounds, the 
hours never lagged; and much as one 
day seemed like another, there was al- 
ways something of its own to remember 
it by. Of course, this regularity was not 
the result of chance. Behind the visible 
curtain was the invisible spirit guiding 
and directing all. It was no easy task 
to provide abundantly, and yet judicious- 
ly, for a family always large, but which 
might at any moment be almost doubled 
without an hour’s notice. The farm, as I 
have already said, furnished a full propor- 
tion of the daily supplies, and the Gen- 
eral was the farmer. But the daily task 
of distribution and arrangement fell to 
the young ladies, each of whom took her 
week of housekeeping in turn. The 
very first morning I was admitted be- 
hind the scenes. “If you want anything 
before breakfast,” said one of the young 
ladies, as the evening circle was breaking 
up, “come down into the butler's room 
and get it.” And to the butler’s room I 
went; and there, in a calico fitted as 
neatly as the rich silk of the evening be- 
fore, with no papers in her hair, with 
nothing but a richer glow to distinguish 
the morning from the evening face, with 
laughing eyes and busy hands, issuing 
orders and inspecting dishes, stood the 
very girl with whom I was to begin at 
nine my initiation into the mysteries of 
French. There must have been some- 
thing peculiar in the grass which the 
cows fed on at La Grange; for I used to 
go regularly every morning for my cup 
of milk, and it never disagreed with me. 
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MY FRENCH. 


On, that lesson of French! Two seats 
at the snug little writing-table, and only 
one witness of my blunders; for nobody 
ever thought of coming into the drawing- 
room before the breakfast-bell. Unfortu- 
nately for me, Ollendorff had not yet pub- 
lished his thefts from Manesca; and in- 
stead of that brisk little war of question 
and answer, which loosens the tongue so 
readily to strange sounds and forms the 
memory so promptly to the combinations 
of a new idiom, I had to struggle on 
through the scanty rules and multitudi- 
nous exceptions of grammar, and pick 
my way with the help of a dictionary 
through the harmonious sentences of 
«“ Télémaque.” And never had sentences 
seemed so harmonious to my ears before ; 
and never, I fear, before had my young 
friend’s patience been so sorely tried, or 
her love of fun put under so unnatural a 
restraint. “Calypso ne pouvail se conso- 
ler,’ over and over and over again, her 
rosy lips moving slowly in order to give 
distinctness to every articulation, and her 
blue eyes fairly dancing with repressed 
laughter at my awkward imitation. If my 
teacher’s patience could have given me 
a good pronunciation, mine would have 
been perfect. Day after day she came 
back to her task, and ever as the clock 
told nine would meet me at the door with 
the same genial smile. 

Nearly twenty years afterwards I found 
myself once more in Paris, and at a large 
party at the house of the American Min- 
ister, the late Mr. King. As I was wan- 
dering through the rooms, looking at 
group after group of unknown faces, my 
eye fell upon one that I should have rec- 
ognized at once as that of my first teacher 
of French, if it had not seemed to me 
impossible that twenty years could have 
passed over it so lightly. 

“ Who is that lady ?” I asked of a gen- 
tleman near me, whom it was impossible 
not to set down at once for an Ameri- 
can. 

“ Why, that is Madame de 1a 
grand-daughter of General Lafayette.” 
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I can hardly account, at this quiet mo- 
ment, for the sudden impulse that seized 
me ; but resist it I could not; and walk- 
ing directly up to her, I made my lowest 


bow, and, without giving her time to look. 


me well in the face, repeated, with all the 
gravity I could command, “ Calypso ne 
pouvait se consoler du départ d’ Ulysse.” 

“O! Monsieur Greene,” said she, hold- 
ing out both her hands, “it must be 
you!” 


THE GENERAL. 


GeneraL Larayerrr had just en- 
tered his seventy-first year. In his child- 
hood he had been troubled by a weak- 
ness of the chest which gave his friends 
some anxiety. But his constitution was 
naturally good, and air, exercise, and ex- 
posure gradually wore away every trace 
of his original debility. In person he 
was tall and strongly built, with broad 
shoulders, large limbs, and a general air 
of strength, which was rather increased 
than diminished by an evident tending 
towards corpulency. While still a young 
man, his right lez —the same, I believe, 
that had been wounded in rallying our 
broken troops at the Brandywine — was 
fractured by a fall on the ice, leaving him 
lame for the rest of his days. This did 
not prevent him, however, from walking 
about his farm, though it cut him off from 
the use of the saddle, and gave a halt to 
his gait, which but for his dignity of car- 
riage would have approached to awk- 
wardness. Indeed, he had more dignity 
of bearing than any man I ever saw. 
And it was not merely the dignity of 
self- possession, which early familiarity 
with society and early habits of com- 
mand may give even to an ordinary 
man, but that elevation of manner which 
springs from an habitual elevation of 
thought, bearing witness to the purity 
of its source, as a clear eye and ruddy 
cheek bear witness to the purity of the 
air you daily breathe. In some respects 
he was the mercurial Frenchman to the 
last day of his life; yet his general bear- 
ing, that in which he comes oftenest to 
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my memory, was of calm earnestness, 
tempered and mellowed by quick sym- 
pathies. 

His method of life was very regular,— 
the regularity of thirty years of compara- 
tive retirement, following close upon fif- 
teen years of active public life, begun at 
twenty in the army of Washington, and 
ending in a Prussian and Austrian dun- 
geon at thirty-five. 

His private apartments consisted of 
two rooms on the second floor. The first 
was his bed-room, a cheerful, though not 
a large room, nearly square, with a com- 
fortable fireplace, and a window looking 
out upon the lawn and woods behind the 
castle. Just outside of the bed-room, and 
the first object that struck your eye on 
approaching it from the gallery, was a pic- 
ture by one of his daughters, represent- 
ing the burly turnkey of Olmiitz in the 
act of unlocking his dungeon-door. “It 
is a good likeness,” said the General to 
me, the first time that he took me to his 
rooms, — “a very good likeness. I re- 
member the features well.” From the 
bed-room a door opened into a large tur- 
ret-room, well lighted and airy, and which, 
taking its shape from the tower in which 
it stood, was almost a perfect circle. This 
was the General’s library. The books 
were arranged in open cases, filling the 
walls from floor to ceiling, and with a 
neatness and order which revealed an 
artistic appreciation of their effect. It 
was lighted by two windows, one open- 
ing on the lawn, the other on the farm- 
yards, and both, from the thickness of 
the walls, looking like deep recesses. In 
the window that looked upon the farm- 
yards was the General’s writing-table 
and seat. A spy-glass lay within reach, 
enabling him to overlook the yard-work 
without rising from his chair; and on 
the table were his farm-books, with the 
record of crops and improvements enter- 
ed in regular order with his own hand. 
Charles Sumner, who visited La Grange 
last summer, tells me that they lie there 
still. 

The library was miscellaneous, many 
of the books being presentation - copies, 
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and most of them neatly bound. Its pre- 
dominant character, as nearly as I can 
recollect, was historical; the history in 
which he had borne so important a part 
naturally coming in for a full share. 
Though not a scholar from choice, Gen- 
eral Lafayette loved books, and was well 
read. His Latin had stood him in stead 
at Olmiitz for his brief communication 
with his surgeon; and I have a distinct 
impression, though I cannot vouch for 
the correctness of it, that he never drop- 
ped it altogether. His associations were 
too much among men of thought as well 
as men of action, and the responsibilities 
that weighed upon him were too grave, 
to permit so conscientious a man to neg- 
lect the aid of books. Of the historians 
. of our Revolution, he preferred Ramsay, 
who had, as he said, put everything into 
his two volumes, and abridged as well as 
Eutropius. It was, perhaps, the pres- 
ence of something of the same quality 
that led him to give the preference, 
among the numerous histories of the 
French Revolution, to Mignet, though, in 
putting him into my hands, he cautioned 
me against that dangerous spirit of fatal- 
ism, which, making man the unconscious 
instrument of an_ irresistible necessity, 
leaves him no real responsibility for evil 
or for good. 

It was in this room that he passed the 
greater part of the time that was not giv- 
en to his farm or his guests. I never 
entered it without finding him at his 
desk, with his pen or a book in hand. 
His correspondence was so extensive that 
he was always obliged to keep a secre- 
tary, though a large portion of his letters 
were written with his own hand. He 
wrote rapidly in fact, though not rapidly 
to the eye; and you were surprised, in 
seeing his hand move over the paper, 
to find how soon it reached the bottom 
of the sheet, and how closely it filled it 
up. His handwriting was clear and dis- 
tinct, neither decidedly French nor de- 
cidedly English, —like all his habits and 
opinions, formed early and never changed. 
T have letters of his to my grandfather, 
written during the Revolution, and letters 
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of his to myself, written fifty years after 
it, in which it is almost impossible to 
trace the difference between the old man 
and the young one. English he seemed 
to write as readily as French, although 
a strong Gallicism would every now and 
then slip from his pen, as it slipped from 
his tongue. “I had to learn in a hur- 
ry,” said he, giving me one day the his- 
tory of his English studies. “I began 
on my passage out, as soon as I got over 
my sea-sickness, and picked up the rest 
in camp. I was compelled to write and 
talk, and so I learned to write and talk. 
The oflicers were very kind and never 
laughed at me. After the peace, Colonel 
Tarleton came over to Paris, and was 
presented to the King one day when I 
happened to be at Court. The King ask- 
ed him how I spoke English. ‘I cannot 
say how he speaks it, Sire, said the Col- 
onel, ‘but I occasionally had the good- 
luck to pick up some of his letters that 
were going the wrong way, and I can 
assure your Majesty that they were very 
well written.’ ” 

His valet was an old soldier, who had 
served through the Peninsular War, and 
who moved about with the orderly gait 
and quiet air of a man who had passed 
his heyday under the forming influences 
of camp discipline. He was a most re- 
spectable-looking man, as well as a most 
respectful servant; and it was impossi- 
ble to see him busying himself about the 
General at his morning toilet, and watch 
his delicate handling of the lather-brush 
and razor, without feeling, that, however 
true the old proverb may have been in 
other cases, Bastien’s master was a hero 
to him. 

The General’s dress was always sim- 
ple, though studiously neat. His repub- 
licanism was of the school of Washington, 
and would have shrunk from a public 
display of a bare neck and shirt-sleeves. 
Blue was his usual winter color; a frock- 
coat in the morning, and a dress-coat for 
dinner, and both near enough to the pre- 
vailing fashion to escape remark. He 
had begun serious life too early to have 
ever been anything of a dandy, even if 
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Nature had seen fit to contradict her- 
self so far as to have intended him for 
one. 

Jewelry I never saw him wear; but 
there was one little compartment in his 
library filled with what in a certain sense 
might be called jewelry, and of a kind 
that he had good reason to be proud of. 
In one of the drawers was a sword made 
out of a key of the Bastile, and present- 
ed to him by the city of Paris. The 
other key he sent to Washington. When 
he was a young man the Bastile was a 
reality, and those keys still plied their 
dismal work at the bidding of a power 
as insensible to the suffering it caused 
as the steel of which they were made. 
Of the hundreds who with sinking hearts 
had heard them turn in their massive 
wards, how few had ever come back to 
tell the tale of their misery! Lafayette 
himself, but for the quick wit of a ser- 
vant-maid, might have passed there some 
of.the youthful days that he passed at the 
side of Washington, and gazed dimly, as 
at a dream, in the Bastile, at what he 
could look back upon as a proud reality 
in Olmiitz. Another of his relics was a 
civic crown, oak-leaf wrought in gold, the 
gift of the city of Lyons ; but this belong- 
ed to a later period, his last visit to Au- 
vergne, the summer before the Revolu- 
tion of July, and which ealled forth as 
enthusiastic a display of popular affec- 
tion as that which had greeted his last 
visit to America. But the one which he 
seemed to prize most was a very plain 
pair of eye-glasses, in a simple horn case, 
if my memory does not deceive me, but 
which, in his estimation, neither gold nor 
jewels could have replaced, for they had 
once belonged to Washington. “He gave 
them to me,” said the General, “on my 
last visit to Mount Vernon.” 

He was an early riser, and his work 
began the moment he left his pillow. 
First came his letters, always a heavy 
drain upon his time; for he had been so 
long a public man that everybody felt 
free to consult him, and everybody that 
consulted him was sure of a polite an- 
swer. Then his personal friends had 


The Home of Lafayette. 


[ December, 


their claims, some of them running back 
to youth, some the gradual accession of 
later years, and all of them cherished with 
that genial and confiding expansiveness 
which was the great charm of his private 
life, and the chief source, when he did 
err, of his errors as a public man. Like 
all the men of Washington’s school, he 
was systematically industrious; and by 
dint of system and industry his immense 
correspondence was seldom allowed to 
get the start of him. Important letters 
were answered as they came, and minutes 
or copies of the answers kept for refer- 
ence. He seemed to love his pen, and 
to write without effort, —never aiming, 
it is true, at the higher graces of style, 
somewhat diffuse, too, both in French and 
in English, but easy, natural, idiomatic, 
and lucid, with the distinctness of clear 
conceptions rather than the precision of 
vigorous conceptions, and a warmth which 
in his public letters sometimes rose to 
eloquence, and in his private letters of- 
ten made you feel as if you were listen- 
ing instead of reading. 

He was fond of anecdote, and told his 
stories with the fluency of a man accus- 
tomed to public speaking, and the ani- 
mation and point of a man accustomed 
to the society of men of wit as well as of 
men of action. His recollections were 
wonderfully distinct, and it always gave 
me a peculiar thrill to hear him talk about 
the great men he had lived and acted 
with in both hemispheres, as familiarly 
as if he had parted from them only an 
hour before. It was bringing history 
very close to me, and peopling it with 
living beings, — beings of flesh and blood, 
who ate and drank and slept and wore 
clothes as we do; for here was one of 
them, the friend and companion of the 
greatest among them all, whom I had 
known through books, as I knew them 
long before I knew him in actual life, 
and every one of whose words and ges- 
tures seemed to give me a clearer con- 
ception of what they, too, must have been. 

Still he never appeared to live in the 
recollections of his youth, as most old 
men do. His life was too active a one 
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for this, and the great principles he had 
consecrated it to were too far-reaching 
and comprehensive, too full of living, ac- 
tual interest, too fresh and vigorous in 
their vitality, to allow a man of his san- 
guine and active temperament to forget 
himself in the past when there was so 
much to do in the present. This gave a 
peculiar charm to his conversation ; for, 
no matter what the subject might be, he 
always talked like a man who believed 
what he said, and whose faith, a living 
principle of thought and action, was con- 
stantly kept in a genial glow by the quick- 
ness and depth of his sympathies. is 
smile told this; for it was full of sweet- 
ness and gentleness, though with a dash 
of earnestness about it, an under-current 
of serious thought, that made you feel as 
if you wanted to look behind it, and re- 
minded you, at times, of a landscape at 
sunset, when there is just light enough to 
show you how many things there are in 
it that you would gladly dwell upon, if 
the day were only a little longer. 
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His intercourse with his children was 
affectionate and confiding, — that with his 
daughters touchingly so. They had shar- 
ed with him two years of his captivity at 
Olmiitz, and he seemed never to look at 
them without remembering it. They had 
been his companions when he most need- 
ed companionship, and had learnt to enter 
into his feelings and study his happiness 
at an age when most girls are absorbed 
in themselves. The effect of this early 
discipline was never lost. They had 
found happiness where few seek it, in 
self-denial and self-control, a religious 
cultivation of domestic affections, and a 
thoughtful development of their minds as 
sources of strength and enjoyment. They 
were happy,— happy in what they had 
done and in what they were doing,—en- 
tering cheerfully upon the serene even- 
ing of lives consecrated to duty, with 
children around them to love them as 
they had loved their father and mother, 
and that father still with them to tell 
them that they had never deceived him. 


A FIELD NIGHT IN THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 


To an intelligent American visiting 
London for the first time, few places of 
interest will present stronger attractions 
than the House of Commons during an 
animated debate. Commencing its exist- 
ence with the first erude ideas of popular 
liberty in England, steadily advancing in 
influence and importance with the in- 
creasing wealth and intelligence of the 
middling class, until it came to hold the 
purse and successfully defend the rights 
of the people, illustrated for many gen- 
erations by the eloquence and the states- 
manship of the kingdom, and to-day wield- 
ing the power and directing the destinies 
of the foremost nation in the world, it is 
not strange that an American, speaking 
the same language, and proud of the same 
ancestry, should visit with the deepest 


interest the scene of so many and so im- 
portant transactions. Especially will this 
be the case, if by experience or obser- 
vation he has become familiar with the 
course of proceedings in our own legisla- 
tive assemblies. For, although the Eng- 
lish House of Commons is the parent of 
all similar deliberative bodies in the civ- 
ilized world, yet its rules and regulations 
are in many respects essentially unique. 

Assuming that many of my readers 
have never enjoyed the opportunity of 
“sitting out a debate” in Parliament, I 
have ventured to hope that a description 
of some of the distinctive features which 
are peculiar to the House of Commons, 
and a sketch of some of its prominent 
members, might not be unwelcome. 

In 1840 the corner-stone of the New 
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Palace of Westminster was laid, and at 
the commencement of the session of 1852 
the first official occupation of the House 
of Commons took place. The House of 
Peers was first used in 1847. It is not 
consistent with the object of this article 
to speak of the dimensions and general 
appearance of this magnificent structure. 
It is sufficient to say, that in its architec- 
tural design, in its interior decorations, 
and in its perfect adaptation to the pur- 
poses for which it was erected, it is alike 
creditable to the public spirit of the na- 
tion, and to the improved condition of 
the fine and useful arts in the present 
century. 

The entrance to the House of Com- 
mons is through Westminster Hall. What 
wealth of ‘historical recollections is suggest- 
ed by this name! As, however, we are 
dealing with the present, we dare not 
even touch upon so fruitful a theme, but 
must hasten through the grand old hall, 
remarking only in passing that it is sup- 
posed to have been originally built in 
1097, and was rebuilt by Richard II. in 
1398. With a single exception, — the 
Ifall of Justice in Padua, — it is the lar- 
gest apartment unsupported by pillars in 
the world. Reluctantly leaving this his- 
torical ground, we enter St. Stephen’s 
Hall. This room, rich in architectural 
ornaments and most graceful in its pro- 
portions, is still further adorned with 
statues of “men who rose to eminence 
by the eloquence and abilities they dis- 
played in the House of Commons.” Who 
will dispute their claims to this distinc- 
tion? The names selected for such hon- 
orable immortality are Selden, Hamp- 
den, Falkland, Lord Clarendon, Lord 
Somers, Sir Robert Walpole, Lord Chat- 
ham, Lord Mansfield, Burke, Fox, Pitt, 
and Grattan. 

We have now reached the Great Cen- 
tral Hall, out of which open two corri- 
dors, one of which leads to the lobby 
of the House of Lords. Passing through 
the other, we find ourselves in the lobby 
of the House of Commons. Here we 
must pause and look about us. We are 
in a large apartment brilliantly lighted 
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and richly decorated. As we stand with 
our backs to the Great Central Hall, the 
passage-way to the right conducts to the 
library and refreshment rooms, that on 
the left is the private entrance of the 
members through the old cloisters of 
Stephen’s, that in front is the main en- 
trance to the floor of the House. In the 
corner on our right is a small table, gar- 
nished with all the materials for a cold 
lunch for the use of those members who 
have no time for a more substantial meal 
in the dining-room. Stimulants of vari- 
ous kinds are not wanting; but the habits 
of Englishmen and the presence of vigi- 
lant policemen prevent any abuse of this 
privilege. The refreshments thus provid- 
ed are open to all, and in this qualified 
sense I may say that I have lunched 
with Disraeli, Lord John Russell, and 
Lord Palmerston. 

But the hour has nearly come for open- 
ing the debate ; members are rapidly ar- 
riving and taking their seats, and we shall 
do well to decide upon the best mode of 
gaining admission to the House. There 
are a few benches on the floor reserv- 
ed, as of right, for peers and their sons, 
and, by courtesy, for gentlemen introdu- 
ced by them. I may be pardoned for pre- 
suming that this high privilege is beyond 
our reach. Our only alternative, then, 
is the galleries. These are, the Speaker’s 
Gallery, on the south side of the House, 
and directly opposite the Speaker’s chair, 
affording room for between twenty and 
thirty, and the Strangers’ Gallery, be- 
hind this, with seats for about sixty. Vis- 
itors have only these limited aecommoda- 
tions. The arrangement deprives mem- 
bers of all temptation to “speak to the 
galleries,” and is consistent with the 
English theory, that all debates in the 
House should be strictly of a business 
character. And as to anything like ap- 
plause on the part of the spectators, what 
punishment known to any criminal code 
among civilized nations would be too se- 
vere for such an offence ? 

The American Minister (and of course 
every representative of a foreign power) 
has the right to give two cards of admis- 
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sion, entitling the bearer of each to a 
seat in the Speaker's Gallery. But these 
cards admit only on a specified even- 
ing, and if not used then, are worth- 
less. If you have called on our distin- 
guished representative at the Court of 
St. James, you have probably discovered 
that his list is full for the next fortnight 
at least, and, although the Secretary of 
Legation politely asks your name, and 
promises you the earliest opportunity, 
you retire with a natural feeling of disap- 
pointment. Many Americans, having 
only a few days to spend in London, 
leave the city without making any fur- 
ther effort to visit the House of Com- 
mons. It would certainly have been well 
to forward, in advance of your arrival in 
London, a written application to the Min- 
ister; butas this has not been done, what 
remains ? Ask your banker for a note 
of introduction to some member of the 
House, and, armed with this epistle, make 
your appearance in the lobby. Give 
the note, with your card, to that grave, 
clerical-looking man in a little box on 
the left of the main entrance, and pa- 
tiently await the approach of the “hon- 
orable gentleman.” If the Speaker's 
Gallery is not full, he will have no difti- 
culty in procuring for you the desired 
admission ; and if at leisure, he will un- 
doubtedly spend a few moments in point- 
ing out the distinguished men who may 
chance to be in attendance. Be sure 
and carry an opera-glass. Without this 
precaution, you will not be able to study 
to your satisfaction the faces of the mem- 
bers, for the House is by no means bril- 
liantly illuminated. If for any reason this 
last expedient does not succeed, must we 
despair for this evening? We are on 
the ground, and our engagements may 
not leave another so good opportunity. 
Thave alluded to the presence of police- 
men in the lobby. Do I dream, or has it 
been whispered to me, that half a crown, 
opportunely and adroitly invested, may 
be of substantial advantage to the wait- 
ing stranger? But by all means insist 
on the Speaker’s Gallery. The Stran- 
gers’ Gallery is less desirable for many 
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reasons, and, being open to everybody 
who has a member's order, is almost in- 
variably crowded. At all events, it should 
be reserved as a dernier resort. As an 
illustration of the kindly feeling towards 
Americans, I may mention, parenthetical 
ly, that I have known gentlemen admit- 
ted to the Speaker’s Gallery on their 
simple statement to the door-keeper that 
they were from the United States. On 
one of these occasions, the oflicial, a civ- 
il personage, but usually grave to the 
verge of solemnity, —the very last man 
you would have selected as capable of 
waggery, — assumed a comical counter- 
feit of terror, and said,—“ Bless me! 
we must be obliging to Americans, or 
who knows what may come of it ?” 

It should be observed, however, that 
on a “field night” not one of the modes 
of admission which I have described will 
be of any service. Nothing will avail 
you then but a place on the Speaker's 
list, and even in that case you must be 
promptly at your post, for “First come 
first served” is the rule. 

But we have lingered long enough in 
the Lobby. Let us take our places in 
the Speaker’s Gallery, —for the essayist 
has hardly less power than, according to 
Sydney Smith, has the novelist, and a 
few strokes of the pen shall show you 
what many have in vain longed to see. 

Once there, our attention is instantly 
attracted by observing that almost every 
member, who is not speaking, wears his 
hat. This, although customary, is not 
compulsory. Parliamentary etiquette on- 
ly insists that a member while speaking, 
or moving from place to place, shall be 
uncovered. The gallery opposite the one 
in which we are seated is for the use of 
the reporters. That ornamental brass 
trellis in the rear of the reporters, half 
concealing a party of ladies, is a curious 
compromise between what is due to tra- 
ditional Parliamentary regulations and 
the courtesy to which the fair sex is en- 
titled. This relaxation of the old rules 
dates only from the erection of the new 
building. 

The perfect order which prevails among 
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members is another marked feature dur- 
ing the debates. The bewigged and be- 
robed Speaker, seated in his imposing 
high-backed chair, seems rather to be re- 
tained in his place out of due deference 
to time-honored custom than because a 
presiding oflicer is necessary to preserve 
proper decorum. To be sure, demon- 
strations of applause at a good hit, or of 
discontent with a prosy speaker, are com- 
mon, but anything approaching disorder 
is of rare occurrence. 

The adherence to forms and prece- 
dents is not a little amusing. Take, for 
example, a “ division,” which corresponds 
to acall for the Ayes and Noes with us. 
To select an instance at random, — there 
happens this evening to be a good deal 
of excitement about some documents 
which it is alleged the Ministry dare not 
produce ; so the minority, who oppose 
the bill under debate, make a great show 
of demanding the papers, and, not being 
gratified, move to adjourn the debate, 
with the design of postponing the passage 
of the obnoxious measure. 

“T move that the debate be adjourn- 
ed.” 

“ Who seconds ?” 

ido.” 

“ Those in the affirmative,” etc., etc. 

Feeble “ Aye.” 

Most emphatic “ No.” 

“ The noes have it.” 

eNol? Nol” 

“Aye!” “Aye!” 

“Divide!” “ Divide!” in a perfect 
Babel of orderly confusion. 

(Speaker, very solemnly and decided- 
dy,)— 

“ Strangers must withdraw 

Is the gallery immediately cleared ? 
Not a bit of it. Every man retains his 
place. Some even seem, to my fancy, to 
look a sort of grim defiance at the Speak- 
er, as a bold Briton should. It is simply 
a form, which many years ago had some 
meaning, and, having once been used, 
cannot be discontinued without putting 
the Constitution in jeopardy. Five times 
this evening, the minority, intent on post- 
poning the debate, call for a division, — 
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and as many times are strangers gravely 
admonished to withdraw. 

There are two modes of adjourning 
the House,—by vote of the members, 
and by want of a quorum. The method 
of procedure in the latter case is some- 
what peculiar, and has, of course, the 
sanction of many generations. Suppose 
that a dull debate on an unimportant 
measure, numerous dinner-parties, a fash- 
ionable opera, and other causes, have 
combined to reduce the number of mem- 
bers in attendance to a dozen. It certain- 
ly is not difficult to decide at a glance that 
a quorum (forty) is not present, and I pre- 
sume you are every instant expecting, in 
your innocence, to hear, “ Mr. Speaker, 
I move,” etc. Pause a moment, my impa- 
tient friend, too long accustomed to the 
reckless haste of our Republican assem- 
blies. Do not, even in thought, tamper 
with the Constitution. ‘The wisdom of 
our ancestors” has bequeathed another 
and undoubtedly a better mode of arriv- 
ing at the same result. Some member 
quietly intimates to the Speaker that forty 
members are not present. That dignified 
official then rises, and, using his cocked 
hat as an index or pointer, deliberately 
counts the members. Discovering, as the 
apparent result of careful examination, 
that there really is no quorum, he de- 
clares the House adjourned and sits down; 
whereupon the Sergeant-at-Arms seizes 
the mace, shoulders it, and marches out, 
followed by the Speaker. Then, and not 
until then, is the ceremony complete and 
the House duly adjourned. 

This respect for traditional usage ad- 
mits of almost endless illustration. One 
more example must suffice. When the 
Speaker discovers symptoms of disorder 
in the House, he rises in his place and 
says with all suitable solemnity, ‘“ Unless 
Honorable Members preserve order, I 
shall name names!” and quiet is instant- 
ly restored. What mysterious and appal- 
ling consequences would result from per- 
sistent disobedience, nobody in or out of 
the House has ever known, or probably 
ever will know, —at any rate, no Speak- 
erin Parliamentary annals has been com- 
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pelled to adopt the dreaded alternative. 
Shall I be thought wanting in patriotism, 
if I venture to doubt whether so simple 
an expedient would reduce to submission 
an insubordinate House of Representa- 
tives at Washington ? 

Like everything else thoroughly Eng- 
lish, speaking in the House of Commons 
is eminently practical. “ The bias of the 
nation,” says Mr. Emerson, “is a passion 
for utility.” Conceive of a company of 
gentlemen agreeing to devote, gratuitous- 
ly, a certain portion of each year to the 
consideration of any questions which may 
concern the public welfare, and you have 
the theory and the practice of the House of 
Commons. Ofcourse there are exceptions 
to this general statement. There are not 
wanting constituencies represented by un- 
fit men ; but such members are not allow- 
ed to consume the time which belongs of 
right to men of capacity and tried ability. 
The test is sternly, almost despotically 
applied. A fair trial is given to a new 
member. If he is “up to his work,” his 
name goes on the list of men whom the 
House will hear. If, however, his maid- 
en speech is a failure, “ farewell, a long 
farewell” to all his political aspirations. 
Few men have risen from such a fall. 
Now and then, as in the well-known in- 
stances of Sheridan, Disraeli, and some 
less prominent names, real genius, aided 
by dogged determination, has forced its 
way upward in spite of early ill-success ; 
but such cases are very rare. The rule 
may work occasional injustice, but is it 
after all so very unreasonable? “ Talk- 
ing,” they contend, “must be done by 
those who have something to say.” 

Everything one sees in the House par- 
takes of this practical tendency. There 
are no conveniences for writing. A mem- 
ber who should attempt to read a manu- 
script speech would never get beyond 
the first sentence. Nor does anybody 
ever dream of writing out his address and 
committing it to memory. In fact, noth- 
ing can be more informal than their man- 
ner in debate. You see a member rising 
with his hat in one hand, and his gloves 
and cane in the other. It is as if he had 
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just said to his neighbor, “I have taken 
a good deal of interest in the subject un- 
der discussion, and have been at some 
pains to understand it. I am inclined to 
tell the House what I think of it.” So 
you find him on the floor, or “on his 
legs,” in parliamentary phrase, carrying 
this intention into effect in a simple, 
business-like, straightforward way. But 
if our friend is very long, or threatens to 
be tedious, I fear that unequivocal and 
increasing indications of discontent will 
oblige him to resume his seat in undig- 
nified haste. 

Perhaps no feature of the debates in 
the House of Commons deserves more 
honorable mention than the high-toned 
courtesy which regulates the intercourse 
of members. 

Englishmen have never been charged 
with a want of spirit; on the contrary, 
they are proverbially “plucky,” and yet 
the House is never disgraced by those 
shameful brawls which have given to our 
legislative assemblies, state and national, 
so unenyviable a reputation throughout the 
civilized world. How does this happen ? 
To Englishmen it does not seem a very 
difficult matter to manage. If one mem- 
ber charges another with ungentlemanly 
or criminal conduct, he must follow up 
his charge and prove it, —in which case 
the culprit is no longer recognized as a 
gentleman ; or if he fails to make good 
his accusation, and neglects to atone for 
his offence by ample and satisfactory 
apologies, he is promptly ‘sent to Cov- 
entry” as a convicted calumniator. No 
matter how high his social position may 
have been, whether nobleman or com- 
moner, he shall not escape the disgrace 
he has deserved. And to forfeit one’s 
standing among English gentlemen is a 
punishment hardly less severe than to 
lose caste in India. In such a commu- 
nity, what need of duels to vindicate 
wounded honor or establish a reputation 
for courage ? 

The members of the present House of 
Commons were elected in the spring of 
1859. Among their number are several 
men who, in point of capacity, eloquence, 
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and political experience, will compare not 
unfavorably with the ablest statesmen 
whom England has known for genera- 
tions. I have thought that some descrip- 
tion of their appearance and mental char- 
acteristies might not be unacceptable to 
American readers. As the best mode of 
accomplishing this object, I shall select 
an occasion, which, from the importance 
of the question under discussion, the deep 
interest which it awakened, and the abil- 
ity with which it was treated, certainly 
presented as favorable an opportunity as 
could ever occur to form a correct opin- 
ion of the best speaking talent in the 
kingdom. The debate to which I allude 
took place early in the month of July, 
1860. 

My name being fortunately on the first 
list for the Speaker’s Gallery, I had no 
difficulty in taking my place the moment 
the door was open. It will be readily be- 
lieved that every seat wa soon filled. In 
front of the Speaker’s Gallery is a single 
row of seats designed for foreign ambas- 
sadors and peers. The first man to enter 
it was Mr. Dallas, and he was presently 
followed by other members of the diplo- 
matic corps, and several distinguished no- 
blemen. 

It was very interesting to an American 
that almost the first business of the even- 
ing concerned his own country. Some 
member of the House asked Lord John 
Russell, then Secretary for Foreign Af- 
fairs, if he had received any recent de- 
spatches from the United States relating 
to the San Juan difficulty. It will be re- 
membered, or would be, but for the rapid 
march of more momentous events, that 
only a short time before, news had reach- 
ed England that General Harney, violat- 
ing the explicit instructions of General 
Scott, so wisely and opportunely issued, 
had claimed for the United States exclu- 
sive jurisdiction over the island of San 
Juan. Lord John replied by stating what 
had been the highly honorable and judi- 
cious policy of General Scott, and the un- 
warrantable steps subsequently taken by 
General Harney, — that Lord Lyons had 
communicated information of the conduct 
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of General Harney to President Buchan- 
an, who had recalled that officer, and had 
forwarded instructions to his successor to 
continue in the course marked out by 
General Scott. This gratifying announce- 
ment was greeted in the House with hear- 
ty cheers,—a spontaneous demonstra- 
tion of delight, which proved not only that 
the position of affairs on this question was 
thought to be serious, but also the genu- 
ine desire of Englishmen to remain in am- 
icable relations with the United States. 

To this brief business succeeded the 
great debate of the session. Let me en- 
deavor, at the risk of being tedious, to ex- 
plain the exact question before the House. 
Mr. Gladstone, in his speech on the Budg- 
et, had pledged the Ministry to a consid- 
erable reduction of the taxes for the com- 
ing year. In fulfilment of this pledge, it 
had been decided to remit the duty on pa- 
per, thereby abandoning about £1,500,- 
000 of revenue. A bill to carry this plan 
into effect passed to its second reading by 
a majority of fifty-three. To defeat the 
measure the Opposition devoted all its en- 
ergies, and with such success that the bill 
passed to its third reading by the greatly 
reduced majority of nine. Emboldened 
by this almost victory, the Conservatives 
determined to give the measure its coup 
de grace in the House of Lords. The 
Opposition leaders, Lord Derby, Lord 
Lyndhurst, Lord Ellenborough, and oth- 
ers, attacked the bill, and the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer, its acknowledged au- 
thor, with as much bitterness and severity 
as are ever considered compatible with 
the dignified decorum of that aristocratic 
body ; all the Conservative forces were 
rallied, and, what with the votes actually 
given and the proxies, the Opposition ma- 
jority was immense. 

Now all this was very easily and very 
quickly done. The Conservatives were ex- 
ultant, and even seemed sanguine enough 
to believe that the Ministry had received 
a fatal blow. But they forgot, in the first 
flush of victory, that they were treading 
on dangerous ground,—that they were 
meddling with what had been regarded 
for centuries as the exclusive privilege 
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of the House of Commons. English Par- 
liamentary history teaches no clearer les- 
son than that the right to pass “ Mon- 
ey Bills,” without interference from the 
House of Lords, has been claimed and 
exercised by the House of Commons for 
several generations. The public was not 
slow to take the alarm. To be sure, sev- 
eral causes conspired to lessen somewhat 
the popular indignation. Among these 
were the inevitable expenses of the Chi- 
nese War, the certainty of an increased 
income tax, if the bill became a law, and 
the very small majority which the meas- 
ure finally received in the House of Com- 
mons. 

Nevertheless, the public mind was deep- 
ly moved. The perils of such a prece- 
dent were evident enough to any thinking 
man. Although the unwearied exertions 
of Bright, Roebuck, and other leading 
Radicals, could not arouse the people to 
that state of unreasoning excitement in 
which these demagogues delight, yet the 
tone of the press and the spirit of the 
public meetings gave proof that the im- 
portance of the crisis was not wholly 
underrated. These meetings were fre- 
quent and largely attended ; inflammato- 
ry speeches were made, strong resolutions 
passed, and many petitions numerously 
signed, protesting against the recent con- 
duct of the Lords, were presented to the 
popular branch of Parliament. 

In the House of Commons the action 
was prompt and decided. A committee 
was immediately appointed to search for 
precedents, and ascertain if such a pro- 
ceeding was justified by Parliamentary 
history. The result of this investigation 
was anxiously awaited both by the Com- 
mons and the nation. To the disappoint- 
ment of everybody, the committee, after 
patient and protracted research, submit- 
ted a report, giving no opinion whatever 
on the question, but merely reciting all 
the precedents that bore on the subject. 

It must be confessed that the condition 
of affairs was not a little critical. Both 
the strength of the Ministry and the dig- 
nity of the House of Commons were in- 
volved in the final decision. But, unfor- 
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tunately, the Ministerial party was far 
from being a unit on the question. Bright 
and the “ Manchester School” demand- 
ed an uncompromising and defiant atti- 
tude towards the Lords. Lord Palmer- 
ston was for asserting the rights and priv- 
ileges of the Commons, but for avoiding 
a collision. Where Mr. Gladstone would 
be found could not be precisely predict- 
ed; but he was understood to be deeply 
chagrined at the defeat of his favorite 
measure, and to look upon the action 
of the Peers as almost a personal insult. 
Lord John Russell was supposed to oc- 
cupy a position somewhere between the 
Premier and the Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer. If the leaders were thus divid- 
ed in opinion, there was no less diversity 
of views among their followers. Some 
did not at all appreciate the nature or 
magnitude of the question, a few sympa- 
thized with the Conservatives, and very 
many were satisfied that a mistake had 
been made in sacrificing so large a source 
of revenue at a time when the immediate 
prospect of war with China and the con- 
dition of the national defences rendered 
it important to increase, rather than di- 
minish the available funds in the treasury. 
The Opposition, of course, were ready to 
take advantage of any weak points in the 
position of their adversaries, and were 
even hoping that the Ministerial dissen- 
sions might lead to a Ministerial defeat. 

It was under these circumstances that 
Lord Palmerston rose to define the posi- 
tion of the Ministry, to vindicate the hon- 
or and dignity of the Commons, to avert 
a collision with the House of Lords, and, 
in general, to extricate the councils of 
the nation from an embarrassing and dan- 
gerous dilemma. 

A word about the personnel of the Pre- 
mier, and a glance at some of his political 
antecedents. His Lordship has been for 
so many years in public life, and a mark- 
ed man among English statesmen, that, 
either by engraving, photograph, or per- 
sonal observation, his face is familiar to 
many Americans. And, certainly, there 
is nothing in his features or in the ex- 
pression of his countenance to indicate 
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genius or even ability. He is simply a 
burly Englishman, of middling height, 
with an air of constant good-humor and 
a very pleasant understanding with him- 
self. Perhaps the first thing about him 
which impresses an American, accustom- 
ed at home to dyspeptic politicians and 
statesmen prematurely old, is his physical 
activity. Fancy a man of seventy-six, 
who has been in most incessant political 
life for more than fifty years, sitting out a 
debate of ten hours without flinching, and 
then walking to his house in Piccadilly, 
not less than two miles. And his body is 
not more active than his mind. He does 
something more than sit out a debate. 
Not a word escapes him when a promi- 
nent man is on his legs. Do not be de- 
ceived by his lazy attitude or his sleepy 
expression. Not a man in the House 
has his wits more thoroughly about him. 
Ever ready to extricate his colleagues 
from an awkward difficulty, to evade a 
dangerous question,—making, with an air 
of transparent candor, a reply in which 
nothing is answered,— to disarm an an- 
gry opponent with a few conciliatory or 
complimentary words, or to demolish him 
with a little good-humored raillery which 
sets the House in a roar; equally skilful 
in attack and retreat: such, in a word, 
is the bearing of this gay and gallant vet- 
eran, from the beginning to the end of 
each debate, during the entire session of 
Parliament. He seems absolutely insen- 
sible to fatigue. “I happened,” said a 
member of the House, writing to a friend, 
last summer, “ to follow Lord Palmerston, 
as he left the cloak-room, the other morn- 
ing, after a late sitting, and, as I was go- 
ing his way, I thought I might as well see 
how he got over the ground. At first he 
seemed a little stiff in the legs ; but when 
he warmed to his work he began to pull 
out, and before he got a third of the way 
he bowled along splendidly, so that he 
put me to it to keep him in view. Per- 
haps in a few hours after that long sit- 
ting and that walk home, and the brief 
sleep that followed, the Premier might 
have been seen standing bolt upright at 
one end of a great table in Cambridge 
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House, receiving a deputation from the 
country, listening with patient and cour- 
teous attention to some tedious spokes- 
man, or astonishing his hearers by his 
knowledge of their affairs and his inti- 
macy with their trade or business.” On 
a previous night, I had seen Lord Palmer- 
ston in his seat in the House from 4 p. M. 
until about 2 a. m., during a dull debate, 
and was considerably amused when he 
rose at that late or early hour, and “ beg- 
ged to suggest to honorable gentlemen,” 
that, although he was perfectly willing to 
sit there until daylight, yet he thought 
something was due to the Speaker, (a 
hale, hearty man, sixteen years his jun- 
ior,) and as there was to be a session at 
noon of that day, he hoped the debate 
would be adjourned. The same sugges- 
tion had been fruitlessly made half a doz- 
en times before ; but the Premier’s man- 
ner was irresistible, and amid great laugh- 
ter the motion prevailed. The Speaker, 
with a grateful smile to the member for 
Tiverton, immediately and gladly retired, 
but the indefatigable leader remained at 
his post an hour longer, while the House 
was sitting in Committee on Supplies. 

But his Parliamentary duties by no 
means fill up the measure of his public 
labors. Deputations representing all sorts 
of interests wait on him almost daily, his 
presence is indispensable at all Cabinet 
consultations, and as Prime Minister he 
gives tone and direction to the domestic 
and foreign policy of the English govern- 
ment. How much is implied in these 
duties and responsibilities must be ap- 
parent to all who speak the English lan- 
guage. 

Now what is the secret of this vigorous 
old age, after a life spent in such arduous 
avocations ? Simply this, that a consti- 
tution robust by nature has been pre- 
served in its strength by regular habits 
and out-door exercise. If I were to re- 
peat the stories I have heard, and seen 
stated in English newspapers, of the feats, 
pedestrian and equestrian, performed by 
Lord Palmerston from early manhood 
down to the present writing, I fear I should 
be suspected by some of my readers of 
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offering an insult to their understanding. 
I must therefore content myself with say- 
ing that very few young men of our day 
and country could follow him in the field 
or keep up with him on the road. 

A word about Lord Palmerston’s po- 
litical antecedents. Beginning as Junior 
Lord of the Admiralty in the Duke of 
Portland's Ministry, in 1808, he has since 
been once Secretary of War, five times 
Prime Minister, and once Secretary of 
State. From 1811 to 1831 he represent- 
ed Cambridge University. Since 1835 
he has represented Tiverton. It may be 
safely asserted that no man now living in 
England has been so long or so promi- 
nently in public office, and probably no 
man presents a more correct type of the 
Liberal, although not Radical, sentiment 
of England. 

It may be well to state that on this 
evening there was an unusually large 
attendance of members. Not only were 
all the benches on the floor of the House 
filled, but the rare spectacle was present- 
ed of members occupying seats in the 
east and west galleries. These unfor- 
tunates belonged to that class who are 
seldom seen in their places, but who are 
sometimes whipped in by zealous parti- 
sans, when important questions are un- 
der consideration, and a close vote may 
be expected. Their listless faces and 
sprawling attitudes proved clearly enough 
that they were reluctant and bored spec- 
tators of the scene. It deserves to be 
mentioned, also, that, although there are 
six hundred and fifty-six actual members 
of the House, the final vote on the ques- 
tion showed, that, even on that eventful 
night, only four hundred and sixty-two 
were present. The average attendance 
is about three hundred. 

At half+past four, the Premier rose to 
address the House. He had already giv- 
en due notice that he should introduce 
three resolutions, which, considering the 
importance of the subject, I make no 
apology for giving in full. 

“1, That the right of granting aids 
and supplies to the Crown is in the Com- 
mons alone as an essential part of their 
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Constitution, and the limitation of all such 
grants, as to the matter, manner, meas- 
ure, and time, is only in them. 

“2. That, although the Lords have ex- 
ercised the power of rejecting bills of 
several descriptions relating to taxation 
by negativing the whole, yet the exer- 
cise of that power by them has not been 
frequent, and is justly regarded by this 
House with peculiar jealousy, as affect- 
ing the right of the Commons to grant 
the supplies and to provide the ways and 
means for the service of the year. 

“3. That, to guard for the future 
against an undue exercise of that power 
by the Lords, and to secure to the Com- 
mons their rightful control over taxation 
and supply, this House has in its own 
hands the power so to impose and remit 
taxes, and to frame Bills of Supply, that 
the right of the Commons as to the mat- 
ter, manner, measure, and time may be 
maintained inviolate.” 

The burden of the speech by which 
the Premier supported these resolutions 
was this. The assent of both Houses is 
necessary to a bill, and each branch pos- 
sesses the power of rejection. But in re- 
gard to certain bills, to wit, Money Bills, 
the House claims, as its peculiar and ex- 
clusive privilege, the right of originating, 
altering, or amending them. As the Lords 
have, however, the right and power of as- 
senting, they have also thegight and pow- 
er of rejecting. He admitted that they 
had frequently exercised this right of re- 
jection. Yet it must be observed, that, 
when they had done so, it had been in 
the case of bills involving taxes of small 
amount, or connected with questions of 
commercial protection. No case had 
ever occurred precisely like this, where 
a bill providing for the repeal of a tax 
of large amount, and on the face of it un- 
mixed with any other question, had been 
rejected by the Lords. 

“ But, in point of fact,” he continued, 
“‘was there not another question involv- 
ed? Was it not clear, that, the bill hav- 
ing passed by a majority greatly reduced 
since its second reading, the Lords may 
have thought that it would be well to give 
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the Commons further time to reflect ?. In- 
deed, was there not abundant reason to 
believe that the Lords were not really 
initiating a new and dangerous policy, 
that of claiming to be partners with the 
House in originating and disposing of 
Money Bills? Therefore, would it not 
be suflicient for the House firmly to as- 
sert its rights, and to intimate the jeal- 
ous care with which it intended to guard 
against their infringement ?” 

Of course, this brief and imperfect ab- 
stract of an hour’s speech can do no sort 
of justice to its merits. It is much easier 
to describe its effect upon the House. 
From the moment when the Premier ut- 
tered his opening sentence, “I rise upon 
an occasion which will undoubtedly rank 
as one of the first in importance among 
those which have occurred in regard to 
our Parliamentary proceedings,” he com- 
manded the closest attention of the House. 
And yet he was neither eloquent, impres- 
sive, nor even earnest. There was not 
the slightest attempt at declamation. His 
voice rarely rose above a conversational 
tone, and his gestures were not so numer- 
ous or so decided as are usual in animated 
dialogue. His air and manner were rath- 
er those of a plain, well-informed man 
of business, not unaccustomed to public 
speaking, who had some views on the sub- 
ject under discussion which he desired to 
present, and asked the ear of the House 
for a short hour while he defined his po- 
sition, 

No one who did not appreciate the 
man and the occasion would have dream- 
ed that he was confronting a crisis which 
might lead to a change in the Ministry, 
and might array the two Houses of Par- 
liament in angry hostility against each 
other. But bere lay the consummate skill 
of the Premier. He was playing a most 
difficult. réle, and he played it to perfec- 
tion. He could not rely on the support 
of the Radicals. He must therefore make 
amends for their possible defection by 
drawing largely on the Conservative 
strength. The great danger was, that, 
while conciliating the Conservatives by 
a show of concession, he should alienate 
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his own party by seeming to concede too 
much. Now, that the effect which he 
aimed to produce excluded all declama- 
tion, all attempt at eloquence, anything 
like flights of oratory or striking figures 
of rhetoric, nobody understood better than 
Lord Palmerston. 

In view of all these circumstances, the 
adroitness, the ability, the sagacity, and 
the success of his speech were most won- 
derful. Gladstone was more philosophi- 
cal, statesmanlike, and eloquent; White- 
side more impassioned and vehement ; 
Disraeli more witty, sarcastic, and telling ; 
but Lord Palmerston displayed more of 
those qualities without which no one ean 
be a successful leader of the House of 
Commons. The result was, that two of 
the resolutions passed without a division, 
and the third was carried by an immense 
majority. The Prime Minister had un- 
derstood the temper of the House, and 
had shaped his course accordingly. As 
we have seen, he succeeded to a marvel. 
But was it such a triumph as a great and 
far-reaching statesman would have de- 
sired? And this brings us to the other 
side of the picture. 

Dexterous, facile, adroit, politic, versa- 
tile, — as Lord Palmerston certainly is,— 
fertile in resources, prompt to seize and 
use to the utmost every advantage, en- 
dowed with unusual popular gifts, and 
blessed with imperturbable good-humor, 
it cannot be denied that in many of the 
best and noblest attributes of a statesman 
he is sadly deficient. His fondness for 
political power and his anxiety to achieve 
immediate success inevitably lead him to 
resort to temporary and often unworthy 
expedients. A manly reliance on gen- 
eral principles, and a firm faith in the 
ultimate triumph of right and justice, con- 
stitute no part of his character. He lives 
only in the present. That he is making 
history seems never to occur to him. He 
does not aspire to direct, but only aims to 
follow, or at best to keep pace with public 
opinion. What course he will pursue on 
a given question can never be safely pre- 
dicted, until you ascertain, as correctly as 
he can, what is the prevailing temper of 
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the House or the nation. That he will 
try to “ make things pleasant,” to concili- 
ate the Opposition without weakening the 
strength of his own party, you may be 
sure; but for any further clue to his poli- 
cy you must consult the press, study the 
spirit of Parliament, and hear the voice 
of the people. I know no better illustra- 
tion to prove the justice of this view of 
the Premier’s political failing than his 
bearing in the debate which I am at- 
tempting to describe. Here was a grave 
constitutional question. The issue was a 
simple and clear one. Had the Lords the 
right to reject a Money Bill which had 
passed the House? If historical prece- 
dents settled the question clearly, then 
there was no difficulty in determining the 
matter at once, and almost without dis- 
cussion. If, however, there were no pre- 
cedents bearing precisely on this case, 
then it was all the more important that 
this should be made the occasion of a set- 
tlement of the question so unequivocal 
and positive as effectually to guard against 
future complication and embarrassment. 
Now how did the Premier deal with this 
issue? He disregarded the homely wis- 
dom contained in the pithy bull of Sir 
Boyle Roche, that “the best way to avoid 
a dilemma is to meet it plump.” He 
dodged the dilemma. His resolutions, 
worded with ingenious obscurity, skilfully 
evaded the important aspect of the con- 
troversy, and two of them, the second 
and third, gave equal consolation to the 
Liberals and the Conservatives. So that, 
in fact, it is reserved for some future Par- 
liament, in which it cannot be doubted 
that the Radical element will be more 
numerous and more powerful, to deter- 
mine what should have been decided on 
this very evening. It was cleverly done, 
certainly, and extorted from all parties 
and members of every shade of political 
opinion that admiration which the success- 
ful performance of a difficult and critical 
task must always elicit. But was it states- 
manlike, or in any high sense patriotic or 
manly ? 

The Premier was followed by R. P. 
Collier, representing Plymouth. He had 
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been on the committee to search for pre- 
cedents, and he devoted an hour to show- 
ing that there was not, in all Parliamen- 
tary history, a single precedent justifying 
the action of the Lords. His argument 
was clear and convincing, and the result 
of it was, that no bill simply imposing or 
remitting a tax had ever in a single in- 
stance been rejected by the Upper House. 
In all the thirty-six cases relied on by the 
Opposition there was always some other 
principle involved, which furnished plan- 
sible justification for the course adopted 
by the Lords. 

To this speech I observed that Mr. 
Gladstone paid strict attention, occasion- 
ally indicating his assent by an approv- 
ing nod, or by an encouraging “ Hear! 
Hear!” Itis rare, indeed, that any speak- 
er in the House secures the marked atten- 
tion or catches the eye of the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer. 

To Collier sueceeded Coningham, mem- 
ber for Brighton. Now as this honorable 
member was prosy and commonplace, not 
to say stupid, I should not detain my read- 
ers with any allusion to his speech, but 
as illustrating a prominent and very cred- 
itable feature of the debates in the House. 
That time is of some value, and that 
no remarks can be tolerated, unless they 
are intelligent and pertinent, are cardinal 
doctrines of debate, and are quite rigid- 
ly enforced. At the same time mere dul- 
ness is often overlooked, as soon as it ap- 
pears that the speaker has something to 
say which deserves to be heard. But 
there is one species of oratory which is 
never tolerated for a moment, and that is 
the sort of declamation which is designed 
merely or mainly for home-consumption, 
— speaking for Buncombe, as we call it. 
The instant, therefore, that it was evi- 
dent that Mr. Coningham was address- 
ing, not the House of Commons, but his 
constituents at Brighton, he was inter- 
rupted by derisive cheers and contemp- 
tuous groans, Again and again did the 
indignant orator attempt to make his 
voice heard above the confusion, but in 
yain ; and when, losing all presence of 
mind, he made the fatal admission, —“ I 
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can tell Honorable Gentlemen that I 
have just returned from visiting my con- 
stituents, and I can assure the House 
that more intelligent” the tumult 
became so great, that the remainder of 
the sentence was entirely lost. Seeing 
his mistake, Mr. Coningham changed his 
ground. “I appeal to the courtesy of 
Honorable Members ; I do not often tres- 
pass upon the House ; I implore them to 
give me a patient and candid hearing.” 
This appeal to the love of “ fair play,” so 
characteristic of Englishmen, produced 
immediately the desired effect, and the 
member concluded without further inter- 
ruption. 

Mr. Edwin James was the next promi- 
nent speaker. He has won a wide repu- 
tation as a barrister, chiefly in the man- 
agement of desperate criminal cases, cul- 
minating in his defence of Dr. Barnard, 
charged with being accessory to the at- 
tempted assassination of Louis Napoleon. 
The idol of the populace, he was elected 
by a large majority in May, 1859, as an 
extreme Liberal or Radical, to represent 
Marylebone in the present Parliament. 
His warmest admirers will hardly con- 
tend that since his election he has done 
anything to distinguish himself, or even 
to sustain the reputation which his suc- 
cess as an advocate had earned for him. 
The expensive vices to which he has long 
been addicted have left him bankrupt in 
character and fortune. His large profes- 
sional income has been for some years re- 
ceived by trustees, who have made him 
a liberal allowance for his personal ex- 
penses, and have applied the remainder 
toward the payment of his debts. His 
recent disgraceful flight from England, 
and the prompt action of his legal breth- 
ren in view of his conduct, render it high- 
ly improbable that he will ever return to 
the scene of his former triumphs and ex- 
cesses. Besides its brevity, which was 
commendable, his speech this evening 
presented no point worthy of comment. 

Since the opening remarks of Lord 
Palmerston, five Radicals had addressed 
the House. Without exception they had 
denounced the action of the Lords, and 
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more than one had savagely attacked the 
Opposition for supporting the proceedings 
of the Upper House. They had contend- 
ed that the Commons were becoming con- 
temptible in the eyes of the nation by their 
failure to take a manly position in de- 
fence of their rights. To a man, they had 
assailed the resolutions of the Premier as 
falling far short of the dignity of the oc- 
casion and the importance of the crisis, or, 
at best, as intentionally ambiguous. Thus 
far then the Radicals. The Opposition had 
listened to them in unbroken and often 
contemptuous silence, enjoying the differ- 
ence of opinion in the Ministerial party, 
but reserving themselves for some foe- 
man worthy of their steel. Nor was there, 
beyond a vague rumor, any clue to the 
real position of the Cabinet on the whole 
question. Only one member had spoken 
for the Government, and it was more than 
suspected that he did not quite correctly 
represent the views of the Ministry. 

If any one of my readers had been in 
the Speaker’s Gallery on that evening, 
his attention would have been arrested 
by a member on the Ministerial benches, 
a little to the right of Lord Palmerston. 
Tlis face is the most striking in the House, 
—graye, thoughtful, almost stern, but 
lighting up with wonderful beauty when 
he smiles. Usually, his air is rather ab- 
stracted,—not, indeed, the manner of one 
whose thoughts are wandering from the 
business under debate, but rather of one 
who is thinking deeply upon what is pass- 
ingaroundhim. His attitude is not grace- 
ful: lolling at full length, his head rest- 
ing on the back of the seat, and his legs 
stretched out before him. He is always 
neatly, but never carefully dressed, and 
his bearing is unmistakably that of a schol- 
ar. Once or twice since we have been 
watching him, he has seratched a few 
hasty memoranda on the back of an en- 
velope, and now, amid the silence of gen- 
eral expectation, the full, clear tones of 
his voice are heard. He has not spoken 
five minutes before members who have 
taken advantage of the dulness of recent 
debaters to dine, or to fortify themselves 
in a less formal way for the night’s work 
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before them, begin to flock to their seats. 
Not an eye wanders from the speaker, and 
the attention which he commands is of the 
kind paid in the House only to merit and 
ability of the highest order. And, certain- 
ly, the orator is not unworthy of this silent, 
but most respectful tribute to his talents. 
His manner is earnest and animated, his 
enunciation is beautifully clear and dis- 
tinct, the tones of his voice are singular- 
ly pleasing and persuasive, stealing their 
way into the hearts of men, and charm- 
ing them into assent to his propositions. 
One can easily understand why he is 
called the “ golden-tongued.” 

This is Mr. Gladstone, Chancellor of 
the Exchequer, by right of eloquence, 
statesmanship, and scholarly attainments, 
the foremost man in England. I cannot 
hope to give a satisfactory description of 
his speech, nor of its effect upon the 
House. His eloquence is of that quality 
to which no sketch, however accurate, 
can do justice. Read any one of his 
speeches, as reported with astonishing 
correctness in the London “ Times,” and 
you will appreciate the clear, philosophi- 
cal statement of political truth,— the dig- 
nified, elevated, statesmanlike tone,—the 
rare felicity of expression, — the rhetorical 
beauty of style, never usurping the place 
of argument, though often concealing the 
sharp angles of his relentless logic, — the 
marvellous ease with which he makes the 
dry details of finance not only instructive, 
but positively fascinating,— his adroit- 
ness in retrieving a mistake, or his saga- 
city in abandoning, in season, an inde- 
fensible position, — the lofty and indig- 


nant scorn with which he sometimes con-, 


descends to annihilate an insolent adver- 
sary, or the royal courtesy of his occa- 
sional compliments. But who shall be 
able to describe those attributes of his 
eloquence which address themselves on- 
ly to the ear and eye: that clear, reso- 
nant voice, never sinking into an inau- 
dible whisper, and never rising into an 
ear-piercing scream, its tones always ex- 
actly adapted to the spirit of the words, 
—that spare form, wasted by the severe 
study of many years, which but a mo- 
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ment before was stretched in languid 
ease on the Treasury benches, now dilat- 
ed with emotion,— that careworn coun- 
tenance inspired with great thoughts: 
what pen or pencil can do justice to 
these ? 

If any one of that waiting audience has 
been impatiently expectant of some words 
equal to this crisis, some fearless and man- 
ly statement of the real question at issue, 
his wish shall be soon and most fully grat- 
ified. Listen to his opening sentence, 
which contains the key-note to his whole 
speech : —“ It appears to be the determi- 
nation of one moiety of this House that 
there shall be no debate upon the consti- 
tutional principles which are involved in 
this question ; and I must say, that, con- 
sidering that gentlemen opposite are up- 
on this occasion the partisans of a gigan- 
tic innovation, — the most gigantic and 
the most dangerous that has been at- 
tempted in modern times,—I may com- 
pliment them upon the prudence they 
show in resolving to be its silent parti- 
sans.” After this emphatic exordium, 
which electrified the House, and was fol- 
lowed by such a tempest of applause as 
for some time to drown the voice of the 
speaker, he proceeded at once to demon- 
strate the utter folly and error of con- 
tending that the action of the Lords was 
supported or justified by any precedent. 
Of course, as a member of the Cabinet, 
he gave his adhesion to the resolutions 
before the House, and indorsed the speech 
of the Premier. _ But, from first to last, 
he treated the question as its importance 
demanded, as critical and emergent, not 
to be passed by in silence, nor yet to be 
encountered with plausible and concilia- 
tory expedients. He reserved to him- 
self “entire freedom to adopt any mode 
which might have the slightest hope of 
success, for vindicating by action the 
rights of the House.” 

In fact, he alone of all the speakers of 
the evening rose to “the height of the 
great argument.” He alone seemed to 
feel that the temporary success of this or 
that party or faction was as nothing com- 
pared with the duty of settling definitely 
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and for all posterity this conflict of rights 
between the two Houses. Surveying the 
question from this high vantage-ground, 
what wonder that in dignity and gran- 
deur he towered above his fellows ? Here 
was a great mind grappling with a great 
subject, —a mind above temporary ex- 
pedients for present success, superior to 
the fear of possible defeat. To denounce 
the Conservatives for not attacking the 
Ministerial resolutions may have been in- 
discreet. He may have been guilty of 
an apparent breach of Parliamentary eti- 
quette, when he practically condemned 
the passive policy of the Cabinet, of which 
he was himself a leading member. But 
may we not pardon the natural irritation 
produced by the defeat of his favorite 
measure, in view of the noble and patriot- 
ic sentiments of his closing sentences ? 

“Tregard the whole rights of the House 
of Commons, as they have been handed 
down to us, as constituting a sacred in- 
heritance, upon which I, for my part, will 
never voluntarily permit any intrusion or 
plunder to be made. I think that the 
very first of our duties, anterior to the 
duty of dealing with any legislative meas- 
ure, and higher and more sacred than 
any such duties, high and sacred though 
they may be, is to maintain intact that 
precious deposit.” 

The effect of this speech was indescrib- 
able. The applause with which he was 
frequently interrupted, and which grect- 
ed him as he took his seat, was such as 
I have never heard in a deliberative as- 
sembly. And not the least striking feat- 
ure of this display of enthusiasm was that 
it mainly proceeded from the extreme 
Liberal wing of the Ministerial party, with 
which Mr. Gladstone, representing that 
most conservative of all English constitu- 
encies, Oxford University, had hitherto 
been by no means popular. For several 
days the rumor was rife that the Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer would resign his 
place in the Cabinet, and be the leader 
of the Radicals! But Mr. Gladstone had 
other views of his duty, and probably he 
was never more firmly intrenched in the 
confidence of the nation, and more influ- 
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ential in the councils of the Government, 
than he is at this moment. 

Mr. Gladstone had hardly taken his 
seat, when the long and significant si- 
lence of the Opposition was broken by 
Mr. Whiteside. This gentleman repre- 
sents Dublin University, has been Attor- 
ney-General and Solicitor- General for 
Treland, and was one of the most able 
and eloquent defenders of O’Connell and 
his friends in 1842. He is said to be the 
only Irishman in publie life who holds the 
traditions of the great Irish orators, — the 
Grattans, the Currans, and the Sheri- 
dans. I will not detain my readers with 
even a brief sketch of his speech. It was 
very severe upon Mr. Gladstone, very 
funny at the expense of the Radicals, 
and very complimentary to Lord Palmer- 
ston. As a whole, it was an admirable 
specimen of Irish oratory. In the ¢lan 
with which the speaker leaped to his feet 
and dashed at once into his subject, full 
of spirit and eager for the fray, in his 
fierce and vehement invective and the 
occasional ferocity of his attacks, in the 
fluency and fitness of his language and 
the rapidity of his utterance, in the un- 
studied grace and sustained energy of his 
manner, it was easy to recognize the ele- 
ments of that irresistible eloquence by 
which so many of his gifted countrymen 
have achieved such brilliant triumphs at 
the forum and in the halls of the debate. 

It might perhaps heighten the effect of 
the picture, if I were to describe the ap- 
pearance of Mr. Gladstone during the de- 
livery of this fierce Philippic,— the con- 
tracted brow, the compressed lip, the un- 
easy motion from side to side, and all the 
other customary manifestations of anger, 
mortification, and conscious defeat. But 
if my sketch be dull, it shall at least have 
the homely merit of being truthful. In 
point of fact, the whole harangue was 
lost upon Mr. Gladstone; for he left the 
House immediately after making his own 
speech, and did not return until some 
time after Mr. Whiteside had finished. 
In all probability he did not know how 
unmercifully he had been handled until 
he read his “ Times” the next morning. 
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Six more speeches on the Liberal side, 
loud in praise of the Chancellor of the 
Exchequer, bitter in denunciation of the 
Conservatives, and by no means sparing 
the policy of the Prime Minister, follow- 
ed in quick succession. They were all 
brief, pertinent, and spirited; with which 
comprehensive criticism I must dismiss 
them. Their delivery occupied about 
two hours, and many members availed 
themselves of this opportunity to leave 
the House for a while. Some sauntered 
on the broad stone terrace which lines 
the Thames. Not a few regaled them- 
selves with the popular Parliamentary 
beverage, — sherry and soda-water; and 
others, who had resolutely kept their 
seats since the opening of the debate, 
rewarded their devotion to the interests 
of the public by a more elaborate re- 
past. Now and then a member in full 
evening dress would lounge into the 
House, with that air of perfect self-sat- 
isfaction which tells of a good dinner 
by no means conducted on total-absti- 
nence principles. 

It was midnight when Mr. Disraeli 
rose to address the House. For years 
the pencil of “ Punch” has seemed to 
take particular delight in sketching for 
the public amusement the features of this 
well-known novelist, orator, and states- 
man. After making due allowance for 
the conceded license of caricature, we 
must admit that the likeness is in the 
main correct, and any one familiar with 
the pages of “ Punch” would recognize 
him at a glance. The impression which 
he leaves on one who studies his features 
and watches his bearing is not agreeable. 
Tall, thin, and quite erect, always dress- 
ed with scrupulous care, distant and re- 
served in manner, his eye dull, his lips 
wearing habitually a half-scornful, half- 
contemptuous expression, one can readi- 
ly believe him to be a man addicted to 
bitter enmities, but incapable of warm 
friendships. 

He had been sitting, as his manner is, 
very quietly during the evening, never 
moving a muscle of his face, save when 
he smiled coldly once or twice at the 
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sharp sallies of Whiteside, or spoke, as he 
did very rarely, to some member near 
him. A stranger to his manner would 
have supposed him utterly indifferent to 
what was going on about him. Yet it is 
probable that no member of the House 
was more thoroughly absorbed in the de- 
bate or watched its progress with deeper 
interest. Excepting his political ambition, 
Mr. Disraeli is actuated by no stronger 
passion than hatred of Mr. Gladstone. 
To have been a warm admirer and pro- 
tégé of Sir Robert Peel would have laid 
a sufficient foundation for intense person- 
al dislike. But Mr. Disraeli has other 
and greater grievances to complain of. 
This is not the place to enter at large 
into the history of the political rivalry 
between these eminent men. Enough to 
say, that in the spring of 1852 Mr. Dis- 
raeli realized the dream of his lifelong 
ambition by being appointed Chancellor 
of the Exchequer, in the Ministry of Lord 
Derby. Late in the same year he brought 
forward his Budget, which he defended at 
great length and with all his ability. This 
Budget, and the arguments by which it 
was supported, Mr. Gladstone — who had 
already refused to take the place in the 
Derby Cabinet — attacked in a speech of 
extraordinary power, demolishing one by 
one the positions of his opponent, rebuk- 
ing with dignified severity the license of 
his language, and calling upon the House 
to condemn the man and his measures. 
Such was the effect of this speech that 
the Government was defeated by a decid- 
ed majority. Thus dethroned, Mr. Dis- 
raeli had the additional mortification of 
seeing his victorious opponent seated in 
his vacant chair. For, in the Ministry 
of Lord Aberdeen, which immediately 
succeeded, Mr. Gladstone accepted the 
appointment of Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer. The Budget brought forward 
by the new Minister took by surprise even 
those who had already formed the high- 
est estimate of his capacity; and the 
speech in which he defended and en- 
forced it received the approval of Lord 
John Russell, in the well-known and 
well-merited compliment, that “it con- 
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tained the ablest expositions of the true 
principles of finance ever delivered by 
an English statesman.” Since that mem- 
orable defeat, Disraeli has lost no oppor- 
tunity of attacking the member for Ox- 
ford University. To weaken his won- 
derful asecendency over the House has 
seemed to be the wish nearest his heart, 
and the signal failure which has thus 
far attended all his efforts only gives a 
keener edge to his sarcasm and increases 

' the bitterness of his spirit. That persis- 
tent and inflexible determination which, 
from a fashionable novelist, has raised 
him to the dignity of leader of the Con- 
servative party in the House of Com- 
mons, that unsparing and cold-blooded 
malignity which poisoned the last days of 
Sir Robert Peel, and those powers of 
wit and ridicule which make him so for- 
midable an adversary, have all been im- 
pressed into this service. 

His speech this evening was only a 
further illustration of his controlling de- 
sire to enjoy an ample and adequate re- 
venge for past defeats; and, undoubted- 
ly, Mr. Disraeli displayed a great deal 
of a certain kind of power. He was 
witty, pungent, caustic, full of telling 
hits which repeatedly convulsed the House 
with laughter, and he showed singular 
dexterity in discovering and assailing 
the weak points in his adversary’s argu- 
ment. Still, it was a painful exhibition, 
bad in temper, tone, and manner. It 
was too plainly the attempt of an unscru- 
pulous partisan to damage a personal en- 
emy, rather than the effort of a states- 
man to enlighten and convince the House 
and the nation. It was unfair, uncandid, 
and logically weak. Its only possible 
effect was to irritate the Liberals, with- 
out materially strengthening the position 
of the Conservatives. When “Dizzy” 
had finished, the floor was claimed by 
Lord John Russell and Mr. Bright. It 
was sufficiently evident that members, 
without distinction of party, desired to 
hear the last-named gentleman, for cries 
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of “ Bright,” “ Bright,” came from all 
parts of the House. The member for 
Birmingham is stout, bluff, and hearty, 
looking very much like a prosperous, well- 
dressed English yeoman. He is ac- 
knowledged to be the best declaimer in 
the House.  Piquant, racy, and enter- 
taining, he is always listened to with in- 
terest and pleasure ; but somehow he la- 
bors under the prevalent suspicion of be- 
ing insincere, and beyond a small circle 
of devoted admirers has no influence 
whatever in Parliament. 

To the manifest discontent of the 
House, the Speaker decided that the 
Honorable Secretary for Foreign Affairs 
was entitled to the floor. Lord John 
Russell deserves a more extended his- 
torical and personal notice than the le- 
gitimate limits of this article will allow. 
But, as his recent elevation to the peer- 
age has led the English press to give a 
review of his political antecedents, and 
as these articles have been copied quite 
generally into our own leading newspa- 
pers, it may be fairly presumed that most 
of my readers are familiar with the prom- 
inent incidents in his long and honorable 
public career. As a speaker he is decid- 
edly prosy, with a hesitating utterance, a 
monotonous voice, and an uninteresting 
manner. Yet he is always heard with 
respectful attention by the House, in 
consideration of his valuable public ser- 
vices, his intrinsic good sense, and his 
unselfish patriotism. On the question at 
issue, he took ground midway between 
Lord Palmerston and Mr. Gladstone. 

It was now about two, a. m. Since 
the commencement of the debate eigh- 
teen members had addressed the House. 
At this point a motion prevailed to ad- 
journ until noon of the same day. 

On the reopening of the debate at that 
hour, Mr. Bright and a few other mem- 
bers gave their views upon the resolutions 
of the Premier, and the final vote was 
then taken with the result already indi- 
cated. “ 
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A LEGEND OF THE LAKE. 


SHOULD you go to Centre-Harbor, 
As haply you some time may, 

Sailing up the Winnipisauke, 
From the hills of Alton Bay,— 


Into the heart of the highlands, 
Into the north-wind free, 

Through the rising and vanishing islands, 
Over the mountain sea, — 


To the little hamlet lying 
White in its mountain-fold, 
Asleep by the lake, and dreaming 
A dream that is never told, — 


And in the Red Hill’s shadow 
Your pilgrim home you make, 
Where the chambers open to sunrise, 
The mountains and the lake, — 


If the pleasant picture wearies, 
As the fairest sometimes will, 

And the weight of the hills lies on you, 
And the water is all too still, — 


Tf in vain the peaks of Gunstock 
Redden with sunrise fire, 

And the sky and the purple mountains 
And the sunset islands tire, — 


If you turn from the in-door thrumming 
And clatter of bowls without, 

And the folly that goes on its travels 
Bearing the city about, — 


And the cares you left behind you 
Come hunting along your track, 

As Blue-Cap in German fable 
Rode on the traveller’s pack, — 


Let me tell you a tender story 
Of one who is now no more, 

A tale to haunt like a spirit 
The Winnipisauke shore, — 


Of one who was brave and gentle, 
And strong for manly strife, 
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Riding with cheering and musie 
Into the tourney of life. 


Faltering and falling midway 
In the Tempter’s subtle snare, 
The chains of an evil habit 
He bowed himself to bear. 


Over his fresh, young manhood 
The bestial veil was flung, — 

The curse of the wine of Circe, 
The spell her weavers sung. 


Yearly did hill- and lake-side 
Their summer idyls frame ; 
Alone in his darkened dwelling, 
He hid his face for shame. 


The music of life’s great marches 
Sounded for him in vain ; 

The voices of human duty 
Smote on his ear like pain. 


In vain over island and water 
The curtains of sunset swung ; 
In vain on the beautiful mountains 

The pictures of God were hung. 


The wretched years crept onward, 
Each sadder than the last; 
All the bloom of life fell from him, 
All the freshness and greenness passed. 


But deep in his heart forever 
And unprofaned he kept 

The love of his saintly Mother, 
Who in the grave-yard slept. 


His house had no pleasant pictures ; 
Its comfortless walls were bare ; 
But the riches of earth and ocean 
Could not purchase his Mother’s Chair, — 


The old chair, quaintly carven, 
With oaken arms outspread, 

Whereby, in the long gone twilights, 
His childish prayers were said. 


For thence, in his lone night-watches, 
By moon or starlight dim, 

A face full of love and pity 
And tenderness looked on him. 
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And oft, as the grieving presence 
Sat in his mother’s chair, 

The groan of his self-upbraiding 
Grew into wordless prayer. 


At last, in the moonless midnight, 
The summoning angel came, 
Severe in his pity, touching 
The house with fingers of flame. 


The red light flashed from its windows 
And flared from its sinking roof ; 
And baffled and awed before it, 
The villagers stood aloof. 


They shrank from the falling rafters, 
They turned from the furnace-glare ; 
But its tenant cried, “ God help me! 
I must save my mother’s chair.” 


Under the blazing portal, 
Over the floor of fire, 

He seemed, in the terrible splendor, 
A martyr on his pyre ! 


In his face the mad flames smote him 
And stung him on either side; 

But he clung to the sacred relic, — 
By his mother’s chair he died ! 


O mother, with human yearnings ! 
O saint, by the altar-stairs ! 

Shall not the dear God give thee 
The child of thy many prayers ? 


O Christ! by whom the loving, 
Though erring, are forgiven, 

Hast Thou for him no refuge, 
No quiet place in heaven ? 


Give palms to Thy strong martyrs, 
And crown Thy saints with gold, 
But let the mother welcome 
Her lost one to Thy fold! 
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AGNES OF SORRENTO. 


CHAPTER XVI. 
ELSIE PUSHES HER SCHEME. 


Tue good Father Antonio returned 
from his conference with the cavalier 
with many subjects for grave pondering. 
This man, as he conjectured, so far from 
being an enemy either of Church or 
State, was in fact in many respects in 
the same position with his revered mas- 
ter,—as nearly so as the position of a 
layman was likely to resemble that of an 
ecclesiastic. His denial of the Visible 
Church, as represented by the Pope and 
Cardinals, sprang not from an irreverent, 
but from a reverent spirit. To accept them 
as exponents of Christ and Christianity 
was to blaspheme and traduce both, and 
therefore he only could be counted in 
the highest degree Christian who stood 
most completely opposed to them in spirit 
and practice. 

His kind and fatherly heart was inter- 
ested in the brave young nobleman. He 
sympathized fully with the situation in 
which he stood, and he even wished suc- 
cess to his love; but then how was he to 
help him with Agnes, and above all with 
her old grandmother, without entering on 
the awful task of condemning and expos- 
ing that sacred authority which all the 
Church had so many years been taught 
to regard as infallibly inspired? Long 
had all the truly spiritual members of the 
Church who gave ear to the teachings of 
Savonarola felt that the nearer they fol- 
lowed Christ the more open was their 
growing antagonism to the Pope and the 
Cardinals; but still they hung back from 
the responsibility of inviting the people 
to an open revolt. 

Father Antonio felt his soul deeply 
stirred with the news of the excommuni- 
cation of his saintly master; and he mar- 
velled, as he tossed on his restless bed 
through the night, how he was to meet 
the storm. He might have known, had 
he been able to look into a crowded as- 


sembly in Florence about this time, when 
the unterrified monk thus met the news 
of his excommunication : — 

“ There have come decrees from Rome, 
have there? They call me a son of per- 
dition. Well, thus may you answer :— 
He to whom you give this name hath nei- 
ther favorites nor concubines, but gives 
himself solely to preaching Christ. His 
spiritual sons and daughters, those who 
listen to his doctrine, do not pass their 
time in infamous practices. ‘They con- 
fess, they receive the communion, they 
live honestly. This man gives himself 
up to exalt the Church of Christ: you 
to destroy it. The time approaches for 
opening the secret chamber: we will 
give but one turn of the key, and there 
will come out thence such an infection, 
such a stench of this city of Rome, that 
the odor shall spread through all Chris- 
tendom, and all the world shall be sick- 
ened.” 

But Father Antonio was of himself 
wholly unable to come to such a cour- 
ageous result, though capable of follow- 
ing to the death the master who should 
do it for him. His was the true artist 
nature, as unfit to deal with rough hu- 
man forces as a bird that flies through 
the air is unfitted to a hand-to-hand 
grapple with the armed forces of the 
lower world. There is strength in these 
artist natures. Curious computations have 
been made of the immense muscular pow- 
er that is brought into exercise when a 
swallow skims so smoothly through the 
blue sky; but the strength is of a kind 
unadapted to mundane uses, and needs 
the ether for its display. Father Anto- 
nio could create the beautiful; he could 
warm, could elevate, could comfort ; and 
when a stronger nature went before him, 
he could follow with an unquestioning 
tenderness of devotion: but he wanted 
the sharp, downright power of mind that 
could cut and cleave its way through the 
rubbish of the past, when its institutions, 
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instead of a commodious dwelling, had 
come to be a loathsome prison. Besides, 
the true artist has ever an enchanted isl- 
and of his own; and when this world per- 
plexes and wearies him, he can sail far 
away and lay his soul down to rest, as 
Cytherea bore the sleeping Ascanius far 
from the din of battle, to sleep on flowers 
and breathe the odor of a hundred undy- 
ing altars to Beauty. 

Therefore, after a restless night, the 
good monk arose in the first purple of 
the dawn, and instinctively betook him to 
a review of his drawings for the shrine, 
as arefuge from troubled thought. He 
took his sketch of the Madonna and Child 
into the morning twilight and began med- 
itating thereon, while the clouds that 
lined the horizon were glowing rosy 
purple and violet with the approaching 
day. 

“ See there!” he said to himself, “ yon- 
der clouds have exactly the rosy purple 
of the cyclamen which my little Agnes 
loves so much ;— yes, I am resolved that 
this cloud on which our Mother standeth 
shall be of a cyclamen color. And there 
is that star, like as it looked yesterday 
evening, when I mused upon it. Me- 
thought I could see our Lady’s clear 
brow, and the radiance of her face, and 
I prayed that some little power might 
be given to show forth that which trans- 
ports me.” 

And as the monk plied his pencil, 
touching here and there, and elaborating 
the outlines of his drawing, he sang,— 


“ Ave, Maris Stella, 
Dei mater alma, 
Atque semper virgo, 
Felix coli porta! 


“ Virgo singularis, 
Inter omnes mitis, 
Nos culpis solutos 
Mites fac et castos! 


“Vitam preesta puram, 
Iter para tutum, 
Ut videntes Jesum 
Semper collatemur! ”’ * 


* Hail, thou Star of Ocean, 
Thou forever virgin, 
Mother of the Lord! 
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As the monk sang, Agnes soon ap- 
peared at the door. 

“ Ah, my little bird, you are there!” 
he said, looking up. 

“Yes,” said Agnes, coming forward, 
and looking over his shoulder at his 
work. 

“Did you find that young sculptor?” 
she asked. 

“ That I did,—a brave boy, too, who 
will row down the coast and dig us mar- 
ble from an old heathen temple, which 
we will baptize into the name of Christ 
and his Mother.” 

“ Pietro was always a good boy,” said 
Agnes. 

“Stay,” said the monk, stepping into 
his little sleeping-room ; “he sent you 
this lily ; see, I have kept it in water all 
night.” 

“ Poor Pietro, that was good of him!” 
said Agnes. “I would thank him, if I 
could. But, uncle,” she added, in a hesi- 
tating voice, “ did you see anything of 
that — other one ?” 

“That I did, child,— and talked long 
with him.” 

“Ah, uncle, is there any hope for 
him?” 

“Yes, there is hope,— great hope. 
In fact, he has promised to receive me 
again, and I have hopes of leading him 
to the sacrament of confession, and after 
that ” —— 

*“ And then the Pope will forgive him!” 
said Agnes, joyfully. 

The face of the monk suddenly fell ; 
he was silent, and went on retouching 
his drawing. 

“ Do you not think he will?” said Ag- 
nes, earnestly. ‘You said the Church 


Blessed gate of Heaven, 
Take our heart’s devotion! 


Virgin one and only, 
Meekest ’mid them all, 
From our sins set free, 
Make us pure like thee, 
Freed from passion’s thrall! 


Grant that in pure living, 
Through safe paths below, 
Forever seeing Jesus, 
Rejoicing we may go! 
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was ever ready to receive the repent- 
ant.” 

“The True Church will receive him,” 
said the monk, evasively ; “ yes, my little 
one, there is no doubt of it.” 

“ And it is not true that he is captain 
of a band of robbers in the mountains ? ” 
said Agnes. “ May I tell Father Fran- 
cesco that it is not so?” 

“ Child, this young man hath suffered 
a grievous wrong and injustice; for he 
is lord of an ancient and noble estate, 
out of which he hath been driven by the 
cruel injustice of a most wicked and 
abominable man, the Duke di Valenti- 
nos,* who hath caused the death of his 
brothers and sisters, and ravaged the 
country around with fire and sword, so 
that he hath been driven with his retain- 
ers to a fortress in the mountains.” 

“ But,” said Agnes, with flushed cheeks, 
“why does not our blessed Father ex- 
communicate this wicked duke? Surely 
this knight hath erred ; instead of taking 
refuge in the mountains, he ought to 
have fled with his followers to Rome, 
where the dear Father of the Church 
hath a house for all the oppressed. It 
must be so lovely to be the father of all 
men, and to take in and comfort all those 
who are distressed and sorrowful, and 
to right the wrongs of all that are op- 
pressed, as our dear Father at Rome 
doth!” 

The monk looked up at Agnes’s clear 
glowing face with a sort of wondering 
pity. 

“ Dear little child,” he said, “there is 
a Jerusalem above which is mother of 
us all, and these things are done there. 


‘Coelestis urbs Jerusalem, 
Beata pacis visio, 
Que celsa de viventibus 
Saxis ad astra tolleris, 
Sponseeque ritu cingeris 
Mille angelorum millibus!’” 


The face of the monk glowed as he re- 
peated this ancient hymn of the Church, ¢ 


* Cesar Borgia was created Duc de Valen- 
tinois by Louis XII. of France. 

+ This very ancient hymn is the fountain- 
head from which through various languages 
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as if the remembrance of that general as- 
sembly and church of the first-born gave 
him comfort in his depression. 

Agnes felt perplexed, and looked ear- 
nestly at her uncle as he stooped over his 
drawing, and saw that there were deep 
lines of anxiety on his usually clear, pla- 
cid face,—a look as of one who strug- 
gles mentally with some untold trouble. 

“ Uncle,” she said, hesitatingly, ‘ may 
I tell Father Francesco what you have 
been telling me of this young man ?” 

“No, my little one,—it were not best. 
In fact, dear child, there be many things 
in his case impossible to explain, even to 
you ; — but he is not so altogether hope- 
less as you thought; in truth, I have great 
hopes of him. I have admonished him 
to come here no more, but I shall see 
him again this evening.” 

Agnes wondered at the heaviness of 
her own little heart, as her kind old un- 
cle spoke of his coming there no more. 
Awhile ago she dreaded his visits as a 
most fearful temptation, and thought per- 
haps he might come at any hour; now 
she was sure he would not, and it was as- 
tonishing what a weight fell upon her. 

“ Why am I not thankful ?” she asked 
herself. “ Why am I not joyful? Why 
should I wish to see him again, when I 
should only be tempted to sinful thoughts, 
and when my dear uncle, who can do so 
much for him, has his soul in charge ? 
And what is this which is so strange in 
his case? There is some mystery, after 
all, — something, perhaps, which I ought 
not to wish to know. Ah, how little can 
we know of this great wicked world, and 
of the reasons which our superiors give 
for their conduct! It is ours humbly to 
obey, without a question or a doubt. Ho- 
ly Mother, may I not sin through a vain 
curiosity or self-will! May I ever say, as 
thou didst, ‘ Behold the handmaid of the 
Lord! be it unto me according to His 
word !’” 
have trickled the various hymns of the Celes- 
tial City, such as — 

“ Jerusalem, my happy home!” 


and Quarles’s — 
“QO mother dear, Jerusalem! *” 
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And Agnes went about her morning 
devotions with fervent zeal, and did not 
see the monk as he dropped the pencil, 
and, covering his face with his robe, seem- 
ed to wrestle in some agony of prayer. 

“ Shepherd of Israel,” he said, “ why 
hast Thou forgotten this vine of Thy plant- 
ing? The boar out of the wood doth 
waste it, the wild beast of the field doth 
devour it. Dogs have encompassed Thy 
beloved; the assembly of the violent have 
surrounded him. How long, O Lord, 
holy and true, dost Thou not judge and 
avenge ?” 

“Now, really, brother,” said Elsie, com- 
ing towards him, and interrupting his med- 
itations in her bustling, business way, 
yet speaking in a low tone that Agnes 
should not hear,—“ I want you to help me 
with this child in a good common-sense 
fashion : none of your high-flying notions 
about saints and angels, but a little good 
common talk for every-day people that 
have their bread and salt to look after. 
The fact is, brother, this girl must be 
married. I went last night to talk with 
Antonio’s mother, and the way is all open 
as well as any living girl could desire. 
Antonio is a trifle slow, and the high- 
flying hussies call him stupid; but his 
mother says a better son never breathed, 
and he is as obedient to all her orders 
now as when he was three years old. 
And she has laid up plenty of household 
stuff for him, and good hard gold pieces 
to boot: she let me count them my- 
self, and I showed her that which I had 
scraped together, and she counted it, and 
we agreed that the children that come 
of such a marriage would come into the 
world with something to stand on. Now 
Agnes is fond of you, brother, and per- 
haps it would be well for you to broach 
the subject. The fact is, when I begin 
to talk, she gets her arms round my old 
neck and falls to weeping and kissing me 
at such a rate as makes a fool of me. If 
the child would only be rebellious, one 
could do something; but this love takes 
all the stiffness out of one’s joints; and 
she tells me she never wants a husband, 
and she will be content to live with me 
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all her life. The saints know it is n’t for 
my happiness to put her out of my old 
arms; but I can’t last forever, — my old 
back grows weaker every year; and 
Antonio has strong arms to defend her 
from all these roystering fellows who 
fear neither God nor man, and swoop up 
young maids as kites do chickens. And 
then he is as gentle and manageable as 
a this-year ox; Agnes can lead him by 
the horn,—she will be a perfect queen 
over him; for he has been brought up to 
mind the women.” 

“ Well, sister,” said the monk, “hath 
our little maid any acquaintance with 
this man? Have they ever spoken to- 
gether ?” 

“Not much. I have never brought 
them to a very close acquaintance; and 
that is what is to be done. Antonio is 
not much of a talker; to tell the truth, 
he does not know as much to say as our 
Agnes: but the man’s place is not to say 
fine things, but to do the hard work that 
shall support the household.” 

“Then Agnes hath not even seen 
him?” 

“ Yes, at different times I have bid her 
regard him, and said to her, ‘ There goes 
a proper man and a good Christian, —a 
man who minds his work and is obedient 
to his old mother: such a man will make 
a right good husband for some girl some 
day.’ ” 

“ And did you ever see that her eye 
followed him with pleasure ?” 

«“ No, neither him nor any other man, 
for my little Agnes hath no thought of 
that kind; but, once married, she will 
like him fast enough. All I want is to 
have you begin the subject, and get it 
into her head a little.” 

Father Antonio was puzzled how to 
meet this direct urgency of his sister. 
He could not explain to her his own pri- 
vate reasons for believing that any such 
attempt would be utterly vain, and only 
bring needless distress on his little favor- 
ite. He therefore answered, — 

“ My good sister, all such thoughts lie 
so far out of the sphere of us monks, that 
you could not choose a worse person for 
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such an errand. I have never had any 
communings with the child than touch- 
ing the beautiful things of my art, and 
concerning hymns and prayers and the 
lovely world of saints and angels, where 
they neither marry nor are given in mar- 
riage ; and so I should only spoil your en- 
terprise, if I should put my unskilful hand 
to it.” 

“ At any rate,” said Elsie, “don’t you 
approve of my plan?” 

“TI should approve of anything that 
would make our dear little one safe and 
happy, but I would not force the matter 
against her inclinations. You will always 
regret it, if you make so good a child shed 
one needless tear. After all, sister, what 
need of haste? ’T is a young bird yet. 
Why push it out of the nest? When 
once it is gone, you will never get it 
back. Let the pretty one have her lit- 
tle day to play and sing and be happy. 
Does she not make this garden a sort 
of Paradise with her little ways and her 
sweet words? Now, my sister, these all 
belong to you; but, once she is given to 
another, there is no saying what may 
come. One thing only may you count 
on with certainty: that these dear days, 
when she is all day by your side and 
sleeps in your bosom all night, are over, — 
she will belong to you no more, but to a 
strange man who hath neither toiled nor 
wrought for her, and all her pretty ways 
and dutiful thoughts must be for him.” 

“TI know it, I know it,” said Elsie, 
with a sudden wrench of that jealous love 
which is ever natural to strong, passion- 
ate natures. “I’m sure it is n’t for my 
own sake I urge this. I grudge him the 
girl. After all, he is but a stupid head. 
What has he ever done, that such good- 
fortune should befall him? He ought to 
fall down and kiss the dust of my shoes 
for such a gift, and I doubt me much if 
he will ever think to do it. These men 
think nothing too good for them. I be- 
lieve, if one of the erowned saints in 
heaven were offered them to wife, they 
would think it all quite natural, and not 
a whit less than their requirings.” 

“Well, then, sister,” said the monk, 
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soothingly, “why press this matter ? why 
hurry ?- The poor little child is young ; 
let her frisk like a lamb, and dance like 
a butterfly, and sing her hymns every 
day like a bright bird. Surely the Apos- 
tle saith, ‘He that giveth his maid in mar- 
riage doeth well, but he that giveth her 
not doeth better.” 

“But I have opened the subject al- 
ready to old Meta,” said Elsie; “ and if 
I don’t pursue it, she will take it into 
her head that her son is lightly regarded, 
and then her back will be up, and one 
may lose the chance; and on the whole, 
considering the money and the fellow, 
I don’t know a safer way to settle the 
girl.” 

“Well, sister, as I have remarked,” 
said the monk, “I could not order my 
speech to propose anything of this kind 
to a young maid; I should so bungle that 
I might spoil all. You must even pro- 
pose it yourself.” 

“JT would not have undertaken it,” 
said Elsie, “had I not been frightened 
by that hook-nosed old kite of a cava- 
lier that has been sailing and perching 
round. We are two lone women here, 
and the times are unsettled, and one 
never knows, that hath so fair a prize, 
but she may be carried off, and then 
no redress from any quarter.” 

“You might lodge her in the con- 
vent,” said the monk. 

“ Yes, and then, the first thing I should 
know, they would have got her away from 
me entirely. I have been well pleased 
to have her much with the sisters hither- 
to, because it kept her from hearing the 
foolish talk of girls and gallants, —and 
such a flower would have had every wasp 
and bee buzzing round it. But now the 
time is coming to marry her, I much doubt 
these nuns. There ’s old Jocunda is a 
sensible woman, who knew something of 
the world before she went there,— but 
the Mother Theresa knows no more than 
a baby; and they would take her in, and 
make her as white and as thin as that 
moon yonder now the sun has risen; and 
little good should I have of her, for I 
have no vocation for the convent, — it 
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would kill me in a week. No,—she has 
seen enough of the convent for the pres- 
ent. J will even take the risk of watch- 
ing her myself. Little has this gallant 
seen of her, though he has tried hard 
enough! But to-day I may venture to 
take her down with me.” 

Father Antonio felt a little conscience- 
smitten in listening to these triumphant 
assertions of old Elsie; for he knew that 
she would pour all her vials of wrath on 
his head, did she know, that, owing to his 
absence from his little charge, the dread- 
ed invader had managed to have two 
interviews with her grandchild, on the 
very spot that Elsie deemed the fortress 
of security; but he wisely kept his own 
counsel, believing in the eternal value 
of silence. In truth, the gentle monk 
lived so much in the unreal and celestial 
world of Beauty, that he was by no means 
a skilful guide for the passes of common 
life. Love, other than that ethereal kind 
which aspires towards Paradise, was a 
stranger to his thoughts, and he con- 
stantly erred in attributing to other peo- 
ple natures and purposes as unworldly 
and spiritual as his own. Thus had he 
fallen, in his utter simplicity, into the 
attitude of a go-between protecting the 
advances of a young lover with the shad- 
ow of his monk’s gown, and he became 
awkwardly conscious, that, if Elsie should 
find out the whole truth, there would be 
no possibility of convincing her that what 
had been done in such sacred simplicity 
on all sides was not the basest manceuv- 
ring. 

Elsie took Agnes down with her to the 
old stand in the gateway of the town. On 
their way, as had probably been arran- 
ged, Antonio met them. We may have 
introduced him to the reader before, who 
likely enough has forgotten by this time 
our portraiture ; so we shall say again, 
that the man was past thirty, tall, straight, 
well-made, even to the tapering of his 
well-formed limbs, as are the generali- 
ty of the peasantry of that favored re- 
gion. Ilis teeth were white as sea-pearl; 
his cheek, though swarthy, had a deep, 
healthy flush; and his great velvet black 
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eyes looked straight out from under their 
long silky lashes, just as do the eyes of 
the beautiful oxen of his country, with 
a languid, changeless tranquillity, betok- 
ening a good digestion, and a well-fed, 
kindly animal nature. He was evidently 
a creature that had been nourished on 
sweet juices and developed in fair pas- 
tures, under genial influences of sun and 
weather, — one that would draw patiently 
in harness, if required, without troubling 
his handsome head how he came there, 
and, his labor being done, would stretch 
his healthy body to rumination, and rest 
with serene, even unreflecting quietude. 

He had been duly lectured by his 
mother, this morning, on the propriety 
of commencing his wooing, and was com- 
ing towards them with a bouquet in his 
hand. 

“ See there,” said Elsie,—“ there is our 
young neighbor Antonio coming towards 
us. There is a youth whom I am willing 
you should speak to, — none of your ruf- 
fling gallants, but steady as an ox at his 
work, and as kind at the crib. Happy 
will the girl be that gets him for a hus- 
band!” 

Agnes was somewhat troubled and sad- 
dened this morning, and absorbed in cares 
quite new to her life before ; but her na- 
ture was ever kindly and social, and it 
had been laid under so many restrictions 
by her grandmother’s close method of 
bringing up, that it was always ready to 
rebound in favor of anybody to whom she 
allowed her to show kindness. So, when 
the young man stopped and shyly reach- 
ed forth to her a knot of scarlet poppies 
intermingled with bright vetches and wild 
blue larkspurs, she took it graciously, and, 
frankly beaming a smile into his face, 
said, — 

“Thank you, my good Antonio!” Then 
fastening them in the front of her bodice, 
—“ There, they are beautiful!” she said, 
looking up with the simple satisfaction of 
a child. 

“ They are not half so beautiful as you 
are,” said the young peasant; “every- 
body likes you.” 

“You are very kind, Iam sure,” said 
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Agnes. “I like everybody, as far as 
grandmamma thinks it best.” 

“T am glad of that,” said Antonio, 
* because then I hope you will like me.” 

“ Oh, yes, certainly, I do; grandmam- 
ma says you are very good, and I like 
all good people.” 

“Well, then, pretty Agnes,” said the 
young man, “let me carry your basket.” 

“ Oh, you don’t need to; it does not 
tire me.” 

“ But I should like to do something for 
you,” insisted the young man, blushing 
deeply. 

“ Well, you may, then,” said Agnes, 
who began to wonder at the length of 
time her grandmother allowed this con- 
versation to go on without interrupting it, 
as she generally had done when a young 
man was in the case. Quite to her aston- 
ishment, her venerable relative, instead 
of sticking as close to her as her shadow, 
was walking forward very fast without 
looking behind. 

“ Now, Holy Mother,” said that excel- 
lent matron, “do help this young man 
to bring this affair out straight, and give 
an old woman, who has had a world of 
troubles, a little peace in her old age!” 

Agnes found herself, therefore, quite 
unusually situated, alone in the company 
of a handsome young man, and apparent- 
ly with the consent of her grandmother. 
Some girls might have felt emotions of 
embarrassment, or even alarm, at this new 
situation ; but the sacred loneliness and 
seclusion in which Agnes had been edu- 
cated had given her a confiding fearless- 
ness, such as voyagers have found in the 
birds of bright foreign islands which have 
never been invaded by man. She look- 
ed up at Antonio with a pleased, admir- 
ing smile, — much such as she would have 
given, if a great handsome stag, or other 
sylvan companion, had stepped from the 
forest and looked a friendship at her 
through his large liquid eyes. She seem- 
ed, in an innocent, frank way, to like to 
have him walking by her, and thought 
him very good to carry her basket,— 
though, as she told him, he need not do 
it, it did not tire her in the least. 
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“Nor does it tire me, pretty Agnes,” 
said he, with an embarrassed laugh. ‘See 
what a great fellow I am, — how strong! 
Look, —I can bend an iron bar in my 
hands! J am as strong as an ox,—and I 
should like always to use my strength for 
you.” 

“ Should you ? How very kind of you! 
It is very Christian to use one’s strength 
for others, like the good Saint Christo- 
pher.” 

“But I would use my strength for you 
because —I love you, gentle Agnes!” 

“That is right, too,” replied Agnes. 
“ We must all love one another, my good 
Antonio.” 

“You must know what I mean,” said 
the young man. “I mean that I want 
to marry you.” 

“T am sorry for that, Antonio,” replied 
Agnes, gravely; “ because I do not want 
to marry you. I am never going to mar- 
ry anybody.” 

“ Ah, girls always talk so, my moth- 
er told me; but nobody ever heard of a 
girl that did not want a husband; that is 
impossible,” said Antonio, with simplici- 
ty. 

“T believe girls generally do, Antonio ; 
but Ido not: my desire is to go to the 
convent.” 

“To the convent, pretty Agnes? Of 
all things, what should you want to go to 
the convent for? You never had any 
trouble. You are young, and handsome, 
and healthy, and almost any of the fel- 
lows would think himself fortunate to get 
you.” 

“J would go there to live for God and 
pray for souls,” said Agnes. 

“ But your grandmother will never let 
you; she means you shall marry me. I 
heard her and my mother talking about 
it last night; and my mother bade me 
come on, for she said it was all settled.” 

“TI never heard anything of it,” said 
Agnes, now for the first time feeling 
troubled. “ But, my good Antonio, if you 
really do like me and wish me well, you 
will not want to distress me ? ” 

“ Certainly not.” 

“ Well, it will distress me very, very 
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much, if you persist in wanting to marry 
me, and if you say any more on the sub- 
ject.” 

“Ts that really so?” said Antonio, fix- 
ing his great velvet eyes with an honest 
stare on Agnes. 

“Yes, it is so, Antonio; you may rely 
upon it.” 

“But look here, Agnes, are you quite 
sure? Mother says girls do not always 
know their mind.” 

“ But I know mine, Antonio. Now you 
really will distress and trouble me very 
much, if you say anything more of this 
sort.” 

“T declare, I am sorry for it,” said the 
young man. “Look ye, Agnes,—I did 
not care half as much about it this morn- 
ing as Ido now. Mother has been say- 
ing this great while that I must have a 
wife, that she was getting old; and this 
morning she told me to speak to you. I 
thought you would be all ready, — indeed 
I did.” 

“My good Antonio, there are a great 
many very handsome girls who would be 
glad, I suppose, to marry you. I believe 
other girls do not feel as Ido. Giulietta 
used to lauch and tell me so.” 

“That Giulietta was a splendid girl,” 
said Antonio. “She used to make great 
eyes at me, and try to make me play the 
fool; but my mother would not hear of 
her. Now she has gone off with a fellow 
to the mountains.” 

“ Giulietta gone ?” 

“ Yes, have n’t you heard of it? She ’s 
gone with one of the fellows of that dash- 
ing young robber-captain that has been 
round our town so much lately. All the 
girls are wild after these mountain fel- 
lows. A good, honest boy like me, that 
hammers away at his trade, they think 
nothing of; whereas one of these fellows 
with a feather in his cap has only to 
twinkle his finger at them, and they are 
off like a bird.” 

The blood rose in Agnes’s cheeks at 
this very unconscious remark; but she 
walked along for some time with a coun- 
tenance of grave reflection. 

They had now gained the street of the 
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city, where old Elsie stood at a little dis- 
tance waiting for them. 

“ Well, Agnes,” said Antonio, “so you 
really are in earnest ?” 

“ Certainly I am.” 

“ Well, then, let us be good friends, at 
any rate,” said the young man. 

“ Oh, to be sure, I will,” said Agnes, 
smiling with all the brightness her lovely 
face was capable of. “You are a kind, 
good man, and I like you very much. I 
will always remember you kindly.” 

“ Well, good-bye, then,” said Antonio, 
offering his hand. 

“ Good-bye,” said Agnes, cheerfully giv- 
ing hers. 

Elsie, beholding the cordiality of this 
parting, comforted herself that all was 
right, and ruffled all her feathers with 
the satisfied pride of a matron whose 
family plans are succeeding. 

“ After all,” she said to herself, “ broth- 
er was right, — best let young folks settle 
these matters themselves. Now see the 
advantage of such an education as I have 
given Agnes! Instead of being betroth- 
ed to a good, honest, forehanded fellow, 
she might have been losing her poor sil-- 
ly heart to some of these lords or gal- 
lants who throw away a girl as one does. 
an orange when they have sucked it. 
Who knows what mischief this cavalier 
might have done, if I had not been so 
watchful? Now let him come prying 
and spying about, she will have a hus- 
band to defend her. A smith’s hammer 
is better than an old woman's spindle, 
any day.” 

Agnes took her seat with her usual air 
of thoughtful gravity, her mind seeming to 
be intensely preoccupied, and her grand- 
mother, though secretly exulting in the 
supposed cause, resolved not to open the 
subject with her till they were at home 
or alone at night. 

“T have my defence to make to Father 
Francesco, too,” she said to herself, “ for 
hurrying on this betrothal against his ad- 
vice; but one must manage a little with 
these priests, — the saints forgive me! I 
really think sometimes, because they can’t 
marry themselves, they would rather see 
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every pretty girl in a convent than with 
a husband. It ’s natural enough, too. 
Father Francesco will be like the rest of 
the world: when he can’t help a thing, 
he will see the will of the Lord in it.” 

Thus prosperously the world seemed 
to go with old Elsie. Meantime, when 
her back was turned, as she was kneeling 
over her basket, sorting out lemons, Agnes 
happened to look up, and there, just un- 
der the arch of the gateway, where she 
had seen him the first time, sat the cava- 
lier on a splendid horse, with a white 
feather streaming backward from his 
black riding-hat and dark curls. 

He bowed low and kissed his hand to 
her, and before she knew it her eyes 
met his, which seemed to flash light and 
sunshine all through her; and then he 
turned his horse and was gone through 
the gate, while she, filled with self-re- 
proach, was taking her little heart to 
task for the instantaneous throb of hap- 
piness which had passed through her 
whole being at that sight. She had not 
turned away her head, nor said a prayer, 
as Father Francesco told her tg do, be- 
cause the whole thing had been sudden 
as a flash; but now it was gone, she 
prayed, “My God, help me not to love 
him !—let me love Thee alone!” But 
many times in the course of the day, as 
she twisted her flax, she found herself 
wondering whither he could be going. 
Had he really gone to that enchanted 
eloud-land, in the old purple Apennines, 
whither he wanted to carry her, — gone, 
perhaps, never to return? That was 
best. But was he reconciled with the 
Church? Was that great, splendid soul 
that looked out of those eyes to be for- 
ever lost, or would the pious exhortations 
of her uncle avail ? And then she thought 
he had said to her, that, if she would go 
with him, he would confess and take the 
sacrament, and be reconciled with the 
Church, and so his soul be saved. 

She resolved to tell this to Father 
Francesco. Perhaps he would No, 
—she shivered as she remembered the 
severe, withering look with which the holy 
father had spoken of him, and the awful- 
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ness of his manner,— he would never con- 
sent. And then her grandmother 
No, there was no possibility. 

Meanwhile Agnes’s good old uncle sat 
in the orange-shaded garden, busily per- 
fecting his sketches; but his mind was 
distracted, and his thoughts wandered, — 
and often he rose, and, leaving his draw- 
ings, would pace up and down the little 
place, absorbed in earnest prayer. The 
thought of his master’s position was hour- 
ly growing upon him. The real world 
with its hungry and angry tide was each 
hour washing higher and higher up on 
the airy shore of the ideal, and bearing 
the pearls and enchanted shells of fancy 
out into its salt and muddy waters. 

“ Oh, my master, my father!” he said, 
“is the martyr’s crown of fire indeed 
waiting thee? Will God desert His own? 
But was not Christ crucified ?— and the 
disciple is not above his master, nor the 
servant above his lord. But surely Flor- 
ence will not consent. The whole city 
will make a stand for him ;— they are 
ready, if need be, to pluck out their eyes 
and give them to him. Florence will 
certainly be a refuge for him. But why 
do I put confidence in man? In the 
Lord alone have I righteousness and 
strength.” 

And the old monk raised the psalm, 
“Quare fremunt gentes,’ and his voice 
rose and fell through the flowery recesses 
and dripping grottoes of the old gorge, 
sad and earnest like the protest of the 
few and feeble of Christ's own against 
the rushing legions of the world. Yet, 
as he sang, courage and holy hope came 
into his soul from the sacred words,—just 
such courage as they afterwards brought 
to Luther, and to the Puritans in later 
times. 


CHAPTER XVII 
THE MONK’S DEPARTURE. 


Tne three inhabitants of the little 
dovecot were sitting in their garden af- 
ter supper, enjoying the cool freshness. 
The place was perfumed with the smell 
of orange-blossoms, brought out by gen- 
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tle showers that had fallen during the 
latter part of the afternoon, and all three 
felt the tranquillizing effects of the sweet 
evening air. The monk sat bending over 
his drawings, resting the frame on which 
they lay on the mossy garden-wall, so 
as to get the latest advantage of the 
rich golden twilight which now twinkled 
through the sky. Agnes sat by him on 
the same wall, — now glancing over his 
shoulder at his work, and now leaning 
thoughtfully on her elbow, gazing pen- 
sively down into the deep shadows of 
the gorge, or out where the golden light 
of evening streamed under the arches of 
the old Roman bridge, to the wide, bright 
sea beyond. 

Old Elsie bustled about with unusual 
content in the lines of her keen wrinkled 
face. Already her thoughts were run- 
ning on household furnishing and bri- 
dal finery. She unlocked an old chest 
which from its heavy quaint carvings of 
dark wood must have been some relic 
of the fortunes of her better days, and, 
taking out of a little till of the same a 
string of fine silvery pearls, held them 
up admiringly to the evening light. 
A splendid pair of pearl ear-rings also 
was produced from the same recepta- 
cle. 

She sighed at first, as she looked at 
these things, and then smiled with rath- 
er an air of triumph, and, coming to 
where Agnes reclined on the wall, held 
them up playfully before her. 

“ See here, little one!” she said. 

“ Oh, what pretty things !— where did 
they come from?” said Agnes, innocent- 
ly. 
“Where did they? Sure enough! 
Little did you or any one else know 
old Elsie had things like these! But 
she meant her little Agnes should hold 
up her head with the best. No girl in 
Sorrento will have such wedding finery 
as this ?” 

“ Wedding finery, grandmamma,” said 
Agnes, faintly,—* what does that mean ?” 

“What does that mean, sly-boots ? 
Ah, you know well enough! What were 
you and Antonio talking about all the 
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time this morning? Did he not ask you 
to marry him?” 

“ Yes, grandmamma; but I told him I 
was not going to marry. You promised 
me, dear grandmother, right here, the 
other night, that I should not marry till 
I was willing; and I told Antonio I was 
not willing.” 

“The girl says but true, sister,” said 
the monk; “ you remember you gaye her 
your word that she should not be married 
till she gave her consent willingly.” 

“ But, Agnes, my pretty one, what can 
be the objection ?” said old Elsie, coax- 
ingly. “Where will you find a better- 
made man, or more honest, or more kind ? 
—and he is handsome ;—and you will 
have a home that all the girls will en- 


vy.” 

“ Grandmamma, remember, you prom- 
ised me, — you promised me,” said Ag- 
nes, looking distressed, and speaking ear- 
nestly. 

“Well, well, child! but can’t I ask a 
civil question, if I did? What is your 
objection to Antonio?” 

“ Only that I don’t want to be mar- 
ried.” 

“Now you know, child,” said Elsie, 
“T never will consent to your going to 
a convent. You might as well put a 
knife through my old heart as talk to me 
of that. And if you don’t go, you must 
marry somebody ; and who could be bet- 
ter than Antonio ?” 

“Oh, grandmamma, am I not a good 
girl? What have I done, that you are 
so anxious to get me away from you?” 
said Agnes. “I like Antonio well enough, 
but I like you ten thousand times better. 
Why cannot we live together just as we 
do now? Iam strong. I can work a 
great deal harder than Ido. You ought 
to let me work more, so that you need 
not work so hard and tire yourself, — 
let me carry the heavy basket, and dig 
round the trees.” 

“Pooh! a pretty story!” said Elsie. 
“ We are two lone women, and the times 
are unsettled; there are robbers and 
loose fellows about, and we want a pro- 
tector.” 
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“ And is not the good Lord our protec- 
tor ?—has He not always kept us, grand- 
mother ?” said Agnes. 

“ Oh, that ’s well enough to say, but 
folks can’t always get along so;— it’s 
far better trusting the Lord with a good 
strong man about, —like Antonio, for in- 
stance. I should like to see the man that 
would dare be uncivil to his wife. But 
go your ways, — it ’s no use toiling away 
one’s life for children, who, after all, won’t 
turn their little finger for you.” 

“ Now, dear grandmother,” said Agnes, 
“have I not said I would do everything 
for you, and work hard for you? Ask me 
to do anything else in the world, grand- 
mamma; I will do anything to make you 
happy, except marry this man,—that I 
cannot.” 

“ And that is the only thing I want 
you to do. Well, I suppose I may as 
well lock up these things; I see my gifts 
are not cared for.” 

And the old soul turned and went in 
quite testily, leaving Agnes with a griev- 
ed heart, sitting still by her uncle. 

“ Never weep, little one,” said the kind 
old monk, when he saw the silent tears 
falling one after another; “ your grand- 
mother loves you, after all, and will come 
out of this, if we are quiet.” 

“ This is such a beautiful world,” said 
Agnes, “who would think it would be 
such a hard one to live in? —such bat- 
tles and conflicts as people have here!” 

“You say well, little heart ; but great 
is the glory to be revealed; so let us have 
courage.” 

“Dear uncle, have you heard any ill- 
tidings of late?” asked Agnes. “I no- 
ticed this morning you were cast down, 
and to-night you look so tired and sad.” 

“ Yes, dear child,— heavy tidings have 
indeed come. My dear master at Flor- 
ence is hard beset by wicked men, and 
in great danger, — in danger, perhaps, of 
falling a martyr to his holy zeal for the 
blessed Jesus and his Church.” 

“ But cannot our holy father, the Pope, 
protect him? You should go to Rome 
directly and lay the case before him.” 

“Tt is not always possible to be pro- 
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tected by the Pope,” said Father Anto- 
nio, evasively. “ But I grieve much, dear 
child, that I can be with you no longer. 
I must gird up my loins and set out for 
Florence, to see with my own eyes how 
the battle is going for my holy master.” 

“ Ah, must I lose you, too, my dear, 
best friend?” said Agnes. “ What shall 
I do?” 

“Thou hast the same Lord Jesus, and 
the same dear Mother, when I am gone. 
Have faith in God, and cease not to 
pray for His Church,— and for me, too.” 

“ That I will, dear uncle! I will pray 
for you more than ever,—for prayer now 
will be all my comfort. But,” she add- 
ed, with hesitation, “oh, uncle, you prom- 
ised to visit him!” 

“Never fear, little Agnes, —I will do 
that. I go to him this very night, —now, 
even, — for the daylight waxes too scant 
for me to work longer.” 

“But you will come back and stay 
with us to-night, uncle ?” 

“Yes, I will, — but to-morrow morning 
I must be up and away with the birds; 
and I have labored hard all day to fin- 
ish the drawings for the lad who shall 
carve the shrine, that he may busy him- 
self thereon in my absence.” 

“ Then you will come back ?” 

“Certainly, dear heart, I will come 
back; of that be assured. Pray God it 
be before long, too.” 

So saying, the good monk drew his 
cowl over his head, and, putting his port- 
folio of drawings under his arm, began 
to wend his way towards the old town. 

Agnes watched him departing, her 
heart in a strange flutter of eagerness 
and solicitude. What were these dread- 
ful troubles which were coming upon her 
good uncle ? — who those enemies of the 
Church that beset that saintly teacher 
he so much looked up to? And why was 
lawless violence allowed to run such riot 
in Italy, as it had in the case of the 
unfortunate cavalier? As she thought 
things over, she was burning with a re- 
pressed desire to do something herself 
to abate these troubles. 

“T am not a knight,” she said to her- 
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self, “and I cannot fight for the good 
cause. I am not a priest, and I cannot 
argue for it. I cannot preach and con- 
vert sinners. What, then, canI do? I 
can pray. Suppose I should make a pil- 
grimage? Yes,—that would be a good 
work, and I will. I will walk to Rome, 
praying at every shrine and holy place; 
and then, when I come to the Holy City, 
whose very dust is made precious with 
the blood of the martyrs and saints, I 
will seek the house of our dear father, 
the Pope, and entreat his forgiveness for 
this poor soul. He will not scorn me, 
for he is in the place of the blessed Jesus, 
and the richest princess and the poorest 
maiden are equal in his sight. Ah, that 
will be beautiful! Holy Mother,” she 
said, falling on her knees before the 
shrine, “here I vow and promise that I 
will go praying to the Holy City. Smile 
on me and help me!” 

And by the twinkle of the flickering 
lamp which threw its light upon the pic- 
ture, Agnes thought surely the placid face 
brightened to a tender maternal smile, and 
her enthusiastic imagination saw in this 
an omen of success. 

Old Elsie was moody and silent this 
evening, — vexed at the thwarting of her 
schemes. It was the first time that the 
idea had ever gained a foothold in her 
mind, that her docile and _ tractable 
grandchild could really have for any 
serious length of time a will opposed to 
her own, and she found it even now dif- 
ficult to believe it. Hitherto she had 
shaped her life as easily as she could 
mould a biscuit, and it was all plain sail- 
ing before her. The force and decision 
of this young will rose as suddenly upon 
her as the one rock in the middle of the 
ocean which a voyager unexpectedly dis- 
covered by striking on it. 

But Elsie by no means regarded the 
game as lost. She mentally went over 
the field, considering here and there 
what was yet to be done. 

The subject had fairly been broached. 
Agnes had listened to it, and parted in 
friendship from Antonio. Now his old 
mother must be soothed and pacified ; 
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and Antonio must be made to perse- 
vere. 

“ What is a girl worth that can be won 
at the first asking?” quoth Elsie. “ De- 
pend upon it, she will fall to thinking of 
him, and the next time she sees him she 
will give him a good look. The girl 
never knew what it was to have a loy- 
er. No wonder she does n’t take to it 
at first; there ’s where her bringing up 
comes in, so different from other girls’. 
Courage, Elsie! Nature will speak in its 
own time.” 

Thus soliloquizing, she prepared to go 
a few steps from their dwelling, to the 
cottage of Meta and Antonio, which was 
situated at no great distance. 

“Nobody will think of coming here 
this time o’ night,” she said, “and the 
girl is in for a good hour at least with 
her prayers, and so I think I may ven- 
ture. I don’t really like to leave her, 
but it ’s not a great way, and I shall be 
back in a few moments. I want just to 
put a word into old Meta’s ear, that she 
may teach Antonio how to demean him- 
self.” 

And so the old soul took her spinning 
and away she went, leaving Agnes ab- 
sorbed in her devotions. 

The solemn starry night looked down 
steadfastly on the little garden. The even- 
ing wind creeping with gentle stir among 
the orange-leaves, and the falling waters 
of the fountain dripping their distant, 
solitary way down from rock to rock 
through the lonely gorge, were the on- 
ly sounds that broke the stillness. 

The monk was the first of the two to 
return; for those accustomed to the hab- 
its of elderly cronies on a gossiping ex- 
pedition of any domestic importance will 
not be surprised that Elsie’s few moments 
of projected talk lengthened impercepti- 
bly into hours. 

Agnes came forward anxiously to meet 
her uncle. Heseemed wan and hageard, 
and trembling with some recent emo- 
tion. 

“What is the matter with you, dear 
uncle ?” she asked. “ Has anything hap- 
pened ?” 
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“ Nothing, child, nothing. I have only 
been talking on painful subjects, deep 
perplexities, out of which T can scarcely 
see my way. Would to God this nivht 
of life were past, and I could see morn- 
ing on the mountains!” 

“My uncle, have you not, then, suc- 
ceeded in bringing this young man to the 
bosom of the True Church ?” 

“Child, the way is hedged up, and 
made almost impassable by difficulties 
you little wot of. They cannot be told to 
you; they are enough to destroy the faith 
of the very elect.” 

Agnes’s heart sank within her; and the 
monk, sitting down on the wall of the 
garden, clasped his hands over one knee 
and gazed fixedly before him. 

The sight of her uncle, — generally 
so cheerful, so elastic, so full of bright 
thoughts and beautiful words,—so utter- 
ly cast down, was both a mystery and a 
terror to Agnes. 

“ Oh, my uncle,” she said, “it is hard 
that I must not know, and that I can do 
nothing, when I feel ready to die for this 
cause! What is one little life? Ah, 
if I had a thousand to give, I could melt 
them all into it, like little drops of’ rain 
in the sea! Be not utterly cast down, 
good uncle! Does not our dear Lord 
and Saviour reign in the heavens yet ?” 

“Sweet little nightingale!” said the 
monk, stretching his hand towards her. 
“Well did my master say that he gained 
strength to his soul always by talking 
with Christ’s little children!” 

“And all the dear saints and angels, 
they are not dead or idle either,” said 
Agnes, her face kindling ; “they are 
busy all around us. I know not what 
this trouble is you speak of; but let us 
think what legions of bright angels and 
holy men and women are caring for us.’ 

“Well said, well said, dear child! 
There is, thank God, a Church Trium- 
phant,—a crowned queen, a glorious 
bride; and the poor, struggling Church 
Militant shall rise to join her! What mat- 
ter, then, though our way lie through dun- 
geon and chains, through fire and sword, 
if we may attain to that glory at last ?” 
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“ Uncle, are there such dreadful things 
really before you ?” 

“There may be, child. I say of my 
master, as did the holy Apostles: ‘ Let us 
also go, that we may die with him.’ I 
feel a heavy presage. But I must not 
trouble you, child. Early in the morn- 
ing I will be up and away. I go with 
this youth, whose pathway lies a certain 
distance along mine, and whose company 
Iseck for his good as well as my pleas- 
ure.” 

“ You go with him ?” said Agnes, with 
a start of surprise. 

“Yes; his refuge in the mountains lies 
between here and Rome, and he hath 
kindly offered to bring me on my way 
faster than I can go on foot; and I would 
fain see our beautiful Florence as soon 
as may be. O Florence, Florence, Lily 
of Italy! wilt thou let thy prophet per- 
ish ?” 

“ But, uncle, if he die for the faith, he 
will be a blessed martyr. That crown is 
worth dying for,” said Agnes. 

“ You say well, little one,— you say 
well! ‘2x oribus parvulorum. But one 
shrinks from that in the person of a 
friend which one could cheerfully wel- 
come for one’s self. Oh, the blessed 
cross! never is it weleome to the flesh, 
and yet how joyfully the spirit may walk 
under it!” 

“ Dear uncle, I have made a solemn 
vow before our Holy Mother this night,” 
said Agnes, “to go on a pilgrimage to 
Rome, and at every shrine and holy 
place to pray that these great afllictions 
which beset all of you may have a hap- 
py issue.” 

“My sweet heart, what have you 
done ? Have you considered the unset- 
tled roads, the wild, unruly men that are 
abroad, the robbers with which the 
mountains are filled ?” 

“These are all Christ’s children and 
my brothers,” said Agnes; “for them 
was the most holy blood shed, as well as 
for me. They cannot harm one who 
prays for them.” 

“ But, dear heart of mine, these un- 
godly brawlers think little of prayer; and 
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this beautiful, innocent little face will but 
move the vilest and most brutal thoughts 
and deeds.” 

“ Saint Agnes still lives, dear uncle, — 
and He who kept her in worse trial. I 
shall walk through them all pure as 
snow,—I am assured I shall. The star 
which led the wise men and stood over 
the young child and his mother will lead 
me, too.” 

“ But your grandmother?” 

“The Lord will incline her heart to 
go with me. Dear uncle, it does not 
beseem a child to reflect on its elders, 
yet I cannot but see that grandmamma 
loves this world and me too well for her 
soul’s good. This journey will be for her 
eternal repose.” 

“ Well, well, dear one, I cannot now 
advise. Take advice of your confessor, 
and the blessed Lord and his holy Moth- 
er be with you! But come now, I would 
soothe myself to sleep; for I have need 
of good rest to-night. Let us sing to- 
gether our dear master’s hymn of the 
Cross.” 

And the monk and the maiden sang 
together : — 

. 
“Test, sommo conforto, 
Tu sei tutto il mio amore 
E '1 mio beato porto, 
E santo Redentore. 
O gran bonti, 
Dolce pieta, 
Felice quel che teco unito sta! 


“Deh, quante volte offeso 
T’ haT alma e’l cor meschino, 
E tu sei in croce steso 
Per sulyar me, tapino! 


Tesi, fuss’ io confitto 
Sopra quel duro ligno, 
Dove ti vedo afilitto, 
Tesi, Signor benigno! 


“O croce, fammi loco, 
E le mie membra prendi, 
Che del tuo dolce foco 
Il cor e l’ alma accendi! 


“Tnfiamma il mio cor tanto 
Dell’ amor tuo divino, 
Cl’ io arda tutto quanto, 
Che paia un seratino! 
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“Ta croce e’l Crocifisso 
Sia nel mio cor scolpito, 
Ed io sia sempre aftisso 
In gloria ov’ egli é ito!” * 


As the monk sang, his soul seemed to 
fuse itself into the sentiment with that 
natural grace peculiar to his nation. He 
walked up and down the little garden, 
apparently forgetful of Agnes or of any 
earthly presence, and in the last verses 
stretched his hands towards heaven with 
streaming tears and a fervor of utterance 
indescribable. 

The soft and passionate tenderness of 
the Italian words must exhale in an Eng- 
lish translation, but enough may remain 
to show that the hymns with which Sa- 
vonarola at this time sowed the mind of 
Ttaly often mingled the Moravian quaint- 
ness and energy with the Wesleyan purity 
and tenderness. One of the great means 
of popular reform which he proposed was 
the supplanting of the obscene and licen- 
tious songs, which at that time so general- 
ly defiled the minds of the young, by re- 


* Jesus, best comfort of my soul, 
Be thou my only love, 
My sacred saviour from my sins, 
My door to heaven above! 
O lofty goodness, love divine, 
Blest is the soul made one with thine! 


Alas, how oft this sordid heart 
Hath wounded thy pure eye! 

Yet for this heart upon the cross 
Thou gav’st thyself to die! 


Ah, would I were extended there, 
Upon that cold, hard tree, 

Where I have seen thee, gracious Lord, 
Breathe out thy life for me! 


Cross of my Lord, give room | give room! 
To thee my flesh be given! 

Cleansed in thy fires of love and pain, 
My soul rise pure to heaven! 


Burn in my heart, celestial flame, 
With memories of him, 

Till, from earth’s dross refined, I rise 
To join the seraphim ! 


Ah, vanish each unworthy trace 
Of earthly care or pride, 

Leave only, graven on my heart, 
The Cross, the Crucified! 
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ligious words and melodies. The chil- 
dren and young people brought up under 
his influence were sedulously stored with 
treasures of sacred melody, as the safest 
companions of leisure hours, and the sur- 
est guard against temptation. 

“Come now, my little one,” said the 
monk, after they had ceased singing, as 
he laid his hand on Agnes’s head. “I 
am strong now; I know where I stand. 
And you, my little one, you are one of 
my master’s ‘ Children of the Cross.’ You 
must sing the hymns of our dear master, 
that I have taught you, when I am far 
away. A hymn is a singing angel, and 
goes walking through the earth, scatter- 
ing the devils before it. Therefore he 
who creates hymns imitates the most 
excellent and lovely works of our Lord 
God, who made the angels. These 
hymns watch our chamber-door, they sit 
upon our pillow, they sing to us when 
we awake; and therefore our master was 
resolved to sow the minds of his young 
people with them, as our lovely Italy is 
sown with the seeds of all colored flowers. 
How lovely has it often been to me, as I 
sat at my work in Florence, to hear the 
little children go by, chanting of Jesus 
and Mary, — and young men singing to 
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young maidens, not vain flatteries of 
their beauty, but the praises of the One 
only Beautiful, whose smile sows heaven 
with stars like flowers! Ah, in my day 
I have seen blessed times in Florence! 
Truly was she worthy to be called the 
Lily City !—for all her care seemed to 
be to make white her garments to receive 
her Lord and Bridegroom. Yes, though 
she had sinned like the Magdalen, yet 
she loved much, like her. She washed 
His feet with her tears, and wiped them 
with the hair of her head. Oh, my beau- 
tiful Florence, be true to thy vows, be 
true to thy Lord and Governor, Jesus 
Christ, and all shall be well!” 

“ Amen, dear uncle!” said Agnes. “I 
will not fail to pray day and_ night, 
that thus it may be. And now, if you 
must travel so far, you must go to rest. 
Grandmamma has gone long ago. I saw 
her steal by as we were singing.” 

“ And is there any message from my 
little Agnes to this young man ?” asked 
the monk. 

“Yes. Say to him that Agnes prays 
daily that he may be a worthy son and 
soldier of the Lord Jesus.” 

“ Amen, sweet heart! Jesu and His 
sweet Mother bless thee!” 


A NEW COUNTERBLAST. 


‘He that taketh tobacco saith he cannot leaye it, it doth bewitch him.’”— Kina JAmes’s CoUNTERBLAST 


To Tonacco. 


Amenica is especially responsible to 
the whole world for tobacco, since the 
two are twin-sisters, born to the globe in 
aday. The sailors first sent on shore by 
Columbus came back with news of a new 
continent and a new condiment. There 
was solid land, and there was a novel 
perfume, which rolled in clouds from the 
lips of the natives. The fame of the 
two great discoveries instantly began to 
overspread the world; but the smoke 
travelled fastest, as is its nature. There 


are many races which have not yet heard 
of America: there are very few which 
have not yet tasted of tobacco. A plant 
which was originally the amusement of a 
few savage tribes has become in a few 
centuries the fancied necessary of life to 
the most enlightened nations of the earth, 
and it is probable that there is nothing 
cultivated by man which is now so uni- 
versally employed. 

And the plant owes this width of ce- 
lebrity to a combination of natural qual- 
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ities so remarkable as to yield great di- 
versities of good and evil fame. It was 
first heralded as a medical panacea, “ the 
most sovereign and precious weed that 
ever the earth tendered to the use of 
man,” and was seldom mentioned, in the 
sixteenth century, without some reveren- 
tial epithet. It was a plant divine, a 
canonized vegetable. Each nation had 
its own pious name to bestow upon it. 
The French called it herbe sainte, herbe 
sacrée, herbe propre & tous maux, pana- 
cée antarctique,— the Italians, herba san- 
ta croce,—the Germans, heilig wund- 
kraut. Botanists soberly classified it as 
herba panacea and herba sancta, and Ge- 
rard in his “ Herbal” fixed its name fi- 
nally as sana sancta Indorum, by which 
title it commonly appears in the profes- 
sional recipes of the time. Spenser, in 
his “ Faérie Queene,” bids the lovely Bel- 
phebe gather it as “divine tobacco,” 
and Lilly the Euphuist calls it “our ho- 
ly herb Nicotian,” ranking it between 
violets and honey. It was cultivated in 
France for medicinal purposes solely, for 
half a century before any one there used 
it for pleasure, and till within the last 
hundred years it was familiarly prescrib- 
ed, all over Europe, for asthma, gout, ca- 
tarrh, consumption, headache; and, in 
short, was credited with curing more dis- 
eases than even the eighty-seven which 
Dr. Shew now charges it with producing. 

So vast were the results of all this san- 
itary enthusiasm, that the use of tobacco 
in Europe probably reached its climax in 
a century or two, and has since rather 
diminished than increased, in proportion 
to the population. It probably appeared 
in England in 1586, being first used in 
the Indian fashion, by handing one pipe 
from man to man throughout the compa- 
ny ; the medium of communication being 
a silver tube for the higher classes, and a 
straw and walnut-shell for the baser sort. 
Paul Hentzner, who travelled in Eng- 
Jand in 1598, and Monsieur Misson, who 
wrote precisely a century later, note al- 
most in the same words “a perpetual 
use of tobacco”; and the latter suspects 
that this is what makes “the generality 
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of Englishmen so taciturn, so thoughtful, 
and so melancholy.” In Queen Eliza- 
beth’s time, the ladies of the court “ would 
not scruple to blow a pipe together very 
socially.” In 1614 it was asserted that 
tobacco was sold openly in more than 
seven thousand places in London, some 
of these being already attended by that 
patient Indian who still stands sedue- 
tive at tobacconists’ doors. It was also 
estimated that the annual receipts of 
these establishments amounted to more 
than three hundred thousand pounds. 
Elegant ladies had their pictures painted, 
at least one in 1650 did, with pipe and 
box in hand. Rochefort, a rather apoc- 
ryphal French traveller in 1672, report- 
ed it to be the general custom in English 
homes to set pipes on the table in the 
evening for the females as well as males 
of the family, and to provide children’s 
luncheon-baskets with a well-filled pipe, 
to be smoked at school, under the direct- 
ing eye of the master. In 1703, Law- 
rence Spooner wrote that “ the sin of the 
kingdom in the intemperate use of tobac- 
co swelleth and increaseth so daily that I 
can compare it to nothing but the waters 
of Noah, that swelled fifteen cubits above 
the highest mountains.” The deluge reach- 
ed its height in England —so_ thinks 
the amusing and indefatigable Mr. Fair- 
holt, author of “ Tobacco and its Associa- 
tions” —in the reign of Queen Anne. 
Steele, in the “ Spectator,” (1711,) de- 
scribes the snuff-box as a rival to the fan 
among ladies; and Goldsmith pictures the 
belles at Bath as entering the water in 
full bathing costume, each provided with 
a small floating basket, to hold a snuff- 
box, a kerchief, and a nosegay. And 
finally, in 1797, Dr. Clarke complains of 
the handing about of the snuff-box in 
churches during worship, “to the great 
scandal of religious people,” — adding, 
that kneeling in prayer was prevented by 
the large quantity of saliva ejected in all 
directions. In view of such formidable 
statements as these, it is hardly possible 
to believe that the present generation 
surpasses or even equals the past in the 
consumption of tobacco. 
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And all this sudden popularity was in 
spite of a vast persecution which sought 
to unite all Europe against this indul- 
gence, in the seventeenth century. In 
Russia, its use was punishable with am- 
putation of the nose ; in Berne, it ranked 
next to adultery among offences; San- 
dys, the traveller, saw a Turk led through 
the streets of Constantinople mounted 
backward on an ass with a tobacco-pipe 
thrust through his nose. Pope Urban 
VUL, in 1624, excommunicated those 
who should use it in churches, and Inno- 
cent XII, in 1690, echoed the same 
anathema. Yet within a few years af- 
terwards travellers reported that same 
free use of snuff in Romish worship which 
still astonishes spectators. To see a priest, 
during the momentous ceremonial of 
High Mass, enliven the occasion by a 
voluptuous pinch, is a sight even more 
astonishing, though perhaps less disagree- 
able, than the well-used spittoon which 
decorates so many Protestant pulpits. 

But the Protestant pulpits did their full 
share in fighting the habit, for a time at 
least. Among the Puritans, no man could 
use tobacco publicly, on penalty of a fine 
of two and sixpence, or in a private dwell- 
ing, if strangers were present; and no 
two could use it together. That iron pipe 
of Miles Standish, still preserved at Ply- 
mouth, must have been smoked in solitude 
or not at all. This strictness was gradu- 
ally relaxed, however, as the clergy took 
up the habit of smoking ; and I have seen 
an old painting, on the panels of an an- 
cient parsonage in Newburyport, repre- 
senting a jovial circle of portly divines 
sitting pipe in hand around a table, with 
the Latin motto, “In essentials unity, in 
non-essentials liberty, in all things char- 
ity.” Apparently the tobacco was one 
of the essentials, since there was unity 
respecting that. Furthermore, Captain 
Underhill, hero of the Pequot War, boast- 
ed to the saints of having received his 
assurance of salvation “ while enjoying 
a pipe of that good creature, tobacco,” 
“since when he had never doubted it, 
though he should fall into sin.” But it 
is melancholy to relate that this fall did 
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presently take place, in a very flagrant 
manner, and brought discredit upon to- 
bacco conversions, as being liable to end 
in smoke. 

Indeed, some of the most royal wills 
that ever lived in the world have meas- 
ured themselves against the tobacco-plant 
and been defeated. Charles I. attempt- 
ed to banish it, and in return the sol- 
diers of Cromwell puffed their smoke 
contemptuously in his face, as he sat a 
prisoner in the guard-chamber. Crom- 
well himself undertook it, and Evelyn 
says that the troopers smoked in triumph 
at his funeral. Wellington tried it, and 
the artists caricatured him on a pipe’s 
head with a soldier behind him defying 
with a whiff that imperial nose. Louis 
Napoleon is said to be now attempting 
it, and probably finds his subjects more 
ready to surrender the freedom of the 
press than of the pipe. 

The more recent efforts against tobac- 
co, like most arguments in which morals 
and physiolory are mingled, have lost 
much of their effect through exaggera- 
tion. On both sides there has been en- 
listed much loose statement, with some 
bad logic. It is, for instance, unreason- 
able to hold up the tobacco-plant to gen- 
eral indignation because Linnzus classed 
it with the natural order Luridw,— since 
he attributed the luridness only to the col- 
or of those plants, not to their character. 
Jt is absurd to denounce it as belonging 
to the poisonous nightshade tribe, when 
the potato and the tomato also apper- 
tain to that perilous domestic circle. It 
is hardly fair even to complain of it for 
yielding a poisonous oil, when these two 
virtuous plants—to say nothing of the 
peach and the almond — will under suf 
ficient chemical provocation do the same 
thing. Two drops of nicotine will, indeed, 
kill a rabbit; but so, it is said, will two 
drops of solanine. Great are the re- 
sources of chemistry, and a well-regu- 
lated scientific mind can detect some- 
thing deadly almost anywhere. 

Nor is it safe to assume, as many do, 
that tobacco predisposes very powerfully 
to more dangerous dissipations. The non- 
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smoking Saxons were probably far more 
intemperate in drinking than the modern 
English ; and Lane, the best authority, 
points out that wine is now far less used 
by the Orientals than at the time of the 
“ Arabian Nights,” when tobacco had not 
been introduced. And in respect to yet 
more perilous sensual excesses, tobacco is 
now admitted, both by friends and foes, 
to be quite as much a sedative as a stimu- 
lant. 

The point of objection on the ground 
of inordinate expense is doubtless better 
taken, and can be met only by substan- 
tial proof that the enormous outlay is a 
wise one. Tobacco may be “the ano- 
dyne of poverty,” as somebody has said, 
but it certainly promotes poverty. This 
narcotic lulls to sleep all pecuniary econ- 
omy. Every pipe may not, indeed, cost 
so much as that jewelled one seen by 
Dibdin in Vienna, which was valued at 
a thousand pounds; or even as the Ger- 
man meerschaum which was passed from 
mouth to mouth through a whole regiment 
of soldiers till it was colored to perfection, 
having never been allowed to cool,—a bill 
of one hundred pounds being ultimately 
rendered for the tobacco consumed. But 
how heedlessly men squander money on 
this pet luxury! By the report of the 
English University Commissioners, some 
ten years ago, a student’s annual tobacco- 
bill often amounts to forty pounds. Dr. 
Solly puts thirty pounds as the lowest an- 
nual expenditure of an English smoker, 
and knows many who spend one hundred 
and twenty pounds, and one three hun- 
dred pounds a year, on tobacco alone. In 
this country the facts are hard to obtain, 
but many a man smokes twelve four- 
cent cigars a day, and many a man four 
twelve-cent cigars,— spending in either 
ease about half a dollar a day and not 
far from two hundred dollars per annum. 
An industrious mechanic earns his two 
dollars and fifty cents a day or a clerk 
his eight hundred dollars a year, spends 
a quarter of it on tobacco, and the rest on 
his wife, children, and miscellaneous ex- 
penses. 

But the impoteney which marks some 
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of the stock arguments against tobacco 
extends to most of those in favor of it. 
My friend assures me that every one 
needs some narcotic, that the American 
brain is too active, and that the influence 
of tobacco is quieting, — great is the en- 
joyment of a comfortable pipe after din- 
ner. I grant, on observing him at that 
period, that it appears so. But I also 
observe, that, when the placid hour has 
passed away, his nervous system is more 
susceptible, his hand more tremulous, his 
temper more irritable on slight occa- 
sions, than during the days when the 
comfortable pipe chances to be omitted. 
The only effect of the narcotic appears, 
therefore, to be a demand for another 
narcotic ; and there seems no decided ad- 
vantage over the life of the birds and 
bees, who appear to keep their nervous 
systems in tolerably healthy condition 
with no narcotic at all. 

The argument drawn from a compari- 
son of races is no better. Germans are 
vigorous and Turks are long-lived, and 
they are all great smokers. But certain- 
ly the Germans do not appear so viva- 
cious, nor the Turks so energetic, as to 
afford triumphant demonstrations in be- 
half of the sacred weed. Moreover, the 
Eastern tobacco is as much milder than 
ours as are the Continental wines than 
even those semi-alcoholic mixtures which 
prevail at scrupulous communion-tables. 
And as for German health, Dr. Schneider 
declares, in the London “ Lancet,” that it 
is because of smoke that all his educated 
countrymen wear spectacles, that an im- 
mense amount of consumption is produced 
in Germany by tobacco, and that English 
insurance companies are proverbially cau- 
tious in insuring German lives. Dr. Car- 
lyon gives much the same as his obser- 
vation in Holland. These facts may be 
overstated, but they are at least as good 
as those which they answer. 

Not much better is the excuse alleged 
in the social and genial influences of to- 
bacco. It certainly seems a singular way 
of opening the lips for conversation by 
closing them on a pipe-stem, and it would 
rather appear as if Fate designed to gag 
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the smokers and let the non-smokers talk. 
But supposing it otherwise, does it not 
mark a condition of extreme juvenility 
in our social development, if no resources 
of intellect can enable a half-dozen intel- 
ligent men to be agreeable to each other, 
without applying the forcing process, by 
turning the room into an imperfectly or- 
ganized chimney ? Brilliant women can 
be brilliant without either wine or tobac- 
co, and Napoleon always maintained that 
without an admixture of feminine wit 
conversation grew tame. Are all male 
beings so much stupider by nature than 
the other sex, that men require stimu- 
lants and narcotics to make them mutual- 
ly endurable ? 

And as the conversational superiori- 
ties of woman disprove the supposed so- 
cial inspirations of tobacco, so do her more 
refined perceptions yet more emphatical- 
ly pronounce its doom. ‘Though belles 
of the less mature description, eulogistic 
of sophomores, may stoutly profess that 
they dote on the Virginian perfume, yet 
cultivated womanhood barely tolerates 
the choicest tobacco-smoke, even in its 
freshness, and utterly recoils from the 
stale suggestions of yesterday. By what- 
ever enthusiasm misled, she finds some- 
thing abhorrent in the very nature of the 
thing. In vain did loyal Frenchmen bap- 
tize the weed as the queen’s own favor- 
ite, Herba Catherine Medica ; it is easier 
to admit that Catherine de’ Medici was 
not feminine than that tobacco is. Man 
also recognizes the antagonism; there is 
scarcely a husband in America who would 
not be converted from smoking, if his wife 
resolutely demanded her right of moiety 
in the cigar-box. No Lady Mary, no 
loveliest Marquise, could make snuff- 
taking beauty otherwise than repugnant 
to this generation. Rustic females who 
habitually chew even pitch or spruce- 
gum are rendered thereby so repulsive 
that the fancy refuses to pursue the hor- 
ror farther and imagine it tobacco; and 
all the charms of the veil and the fan 
can scarcely reconcile the most fumacious 
American to the cigarrito of the Spanish 
fair. How strange seems Parton’s pic- 
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ture of General Jackson puffing his long 
clay pipe on one side of the fireplace 
and Mrs. Jackson pufling hers on the 
other! No doubt, to the heart of the 
chivalrous backwoodsman those smoke- 
dried lips were yet the altar of early 
passion, —as that rather ungrammatical 
tongue was still the music of the spheres ; 
but the unattractiveness of that conju- 
gal counterblast is Nature’s own protest 
against smoking. 

The use of tobacco must, therefore, be 
held to mark a rather coarse and childish 
epoch in our civilization, if nothing worse. 
Its most ardent admirer hardly paints it 
into his picture of the Golden Age. It 
is difficult to associate it with one’s fan- 
cies of the noblest manhood, and Miss 
Muloch reasonably defies the human im- 
agination to portray Shakspeare or Dan- 
te with pipe in mouth. Goethe detested 
it; so did Napoleon, save in the form of 
snuff, which he apparently used on Tal- 
leyrand’s principle, that diplomacy was 
impossible without it. Bacon said, “ To- 
bacco-smoking is a secret delight serving 
only to steal away men’s brains.” New- 
ton abstained from it: the contrary is of- 
ten claimed, but thus says his biographer, 
Brewster, — saying that “he would make 
no necessities to himself.” Franklin says 
he never used it, and never met with one 
of its votaries who advised him to follow 
the example. John Quincy Adams used 
it in early youth, and after thirty years of 
abstinence said, that, if every one would 
try abstinence for three months, it would 
annihilate the practice, and add five years 
to the average length of human life. 

In attempting to go beyond these gen- 
eral charges of waste and foolishness, and 
to examine the physiological results of the 
use of tobacco, one is met by the contra- 
dictions and perplexities which haunt all 
such inquiries. Doctors, of course, disa- 
gree, and the special cases cited triumph- 
antly by either side are ruled out as excep- 
tional by the other. Itis like the question 
of the precise degree of injury done by al- 
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the eulogy of A. B., who recently died at 
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ing ardent spirits; to-morrow’s will add 
the epitaph of C. D., aged one hundred, 
who has imbibed a quart of rum a day 
since reaching the age of indiscretion ; and 
yet, after all, both editors have to admit 
that the drinking usages of society are 
growing decidedly more decent. It is 
the same with the tobacco argument. In- 
dividual cases prove nothing either way ; 
there is such a range of vital vigor in dif- 
ferent individuals, that one may withstand 
a life of error, and another perish in spite 
of prudence. The question is of the gen- 
eral tendency. It is not enough to know 
that Dr. Parr smoked twenty pipes in an 
evening, and lived to be seventy-eight; 
that Thomas Hobbes smoked thirteen, 
and survived to ninety-two; that Brissiac 
of Trieste died at one hundred and six- 
teen, with a pipe in his mouth; and that 
Henry Hartz of Schleswig used tobacco 
steadily from the age of sixteen to one 
hundred and forty-two; nor would any 
accumulation of such healthy ofd sinners 
prove anything satisfactory. Itseems rath- 
er overwhelming, to be sure, when Mr. 
Fairholt assures us that his respected fa- 
ther “died at the age of seventy-two: he 
had been twelve hours a day in a tobacco- 
manufactory for nearly fifty years; and 
he both smoked and chewed while busy 
in the labors of the workshop, sometimes 
in a dense cloud of steam from drying the 
damp tobacco over the stoves; and his 
health and appetite were perfect to the 
day of his death : he was a model of mus- 
eular and stomachie energy ; in which his 
son, who neither smokes, snuffs, nor chews, 
by no means rivals him.” But until we 
know precisely what capital of health the 
venerable tobacconist inherited from his 
fathers, and in what condition he trans- 
mitted it to his sons, the statement cer- 
tainly has two edges. 

For there are facts equally notorious 
on the other side. It is not denied that 
it is found necessary to exclude tobacco, 
as a general rule, from insane asylums, 
or that it produces, in extreme cases, 
among perfectly sober persons, effects 
akin to delirium tremens. Nor is it de- 
nied that terrible local diseases follow it,— 
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as, for instance, cancer of the mouth, which 
has become, according to the eminent sur- 
geon, Brouisson, the disease most dreaded 
in the French hospitals. He has perform- 
ed sixty-eight operations for this, within 
fourteen years, in the Hospital St. Eloi, 
and traces it entirely to the use of tobac- 
co. Such facts are chiefly valuable as 
showing the tendency of the thing. Where 
the evils of excess are so glaring, the ad- 
vantages of even moderate use are ques- 
tionable. Where weak persons are made 
insane, there is room for suspicion that 
the strong may suffer unconsciously. You 
may say that the victims must have been 
constitutionally nervous ; but where is the 
native-born American who is not? 

In France and England the recent in- 
quiries into the effects of tobacco seem 
to have been a little more systematic 
than our own. In the former country, 
the newspapers state, the attention of 
the Emperor was called to the fact that 
those pupils of the Polytechnic School 
who used this indulgence were decided- 
ly inferior in average attainments to the 
rest. This is stated to have led to its 
prohibition in the school, and to the 
forming of an anti-tobacco organization, 
which is said to be making great progress 
in France. I cannot, however, obtain 
from any of our medical libraries any 
satisfactory information as to the French 
agitation, and am led by private advices 
to believe that even these general stato- 
ments are hardly trustworthy. The re- 
cent English discussions are, however, 
more easy of access. 

“The Great Tobacco Question,” as 
the controversy in England was called, 
originated in a Clinical Lecture on Pa- 
ralysis, by Mr. Solly, Surgeon of St. 
Thomas’s Hospital, which was published 
in the “ Lancet,” December 13, 1856. He 
incidentally spoke of tobacco as an im- 
portant source of this disease, and went 
on to say,—‘ I know of no single vice 
which does so much harm as smoking. 
It is a snare and a delusion. It soothes 
the excited nervous system at the time, 
to render it more irritable and. feeble ul- 
timately. It is like opium in this respect; 
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and if you want to know all the wretch- 
edness which this drug can produce, you 
should read the ‘ Confessions of an Eng- 
lish Opium-Eater.’” This statement was 
presently echoed by J. Ranald Martin, 
an eminent surgeon, “ whose Eastern 
experience rendered his opinion of im- 
mense value,” and who used language al- 
most identical with that of Mr. Solly :— 
“T can state of my own observation, that 
the miseries, mental and bodily, which I 
have witnessed from the abuse of cigar- 
smoking, far exceed anything detailed in 
the ‘ Confessions of an Opium-Eater.’” 
This led off a controversy which con- 
tinued for several months in the columns 
of the “ Lancet,”— a controversy con- 
ducted in a wonderfully good-natured 
spirit, considering that more than fifty 
physicians took part in it, and that these 
were almost equally divided. The de- 
bate took a wide range, and some inter- 
esting facts were elicited: as that Lord 
Raglan, General Markham, and Admi- 
rals Dundas and Napier always aban- 
doned tobacco from the moment when 
they were ordered on actual service; 
that nine-tenths of the first-class men at 
the Universities were non-smokers; that 
two Indian chiefs told Power, the actor, 
that “those Indians who smoked gave 
out soonest in the chase”; and so on. 
There were also American examples, 
rather loosely gathered: thus, a remark 
of the venerable Dr. Waterhouse, made 
many years ago, was cited as the con- 
temporary opinion of “ the Medical Pro- 
fessor in Harvard University”; also it 
was mentioned, as an acknowledged fact, 
that the American physique was rapid- 
ly deteriorating because of tobacco, and 
that coroners’ verdicts were constantly 
being thus pronounced on American 
youths: “ Died of excessive smoking.” 
On the other hand, that eminent citizen 
of our Union, General Thomas Thumb, 
was about that time professionally exam- 
ined in London, and his verdict on to- 
bacco was quoted to be, that it was “ one 
of his chief comforts”; also mention was 
made of a hapless quack who announced 
himself as coming from Boston, and who, 
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to keep up the Yankee reputation, issued 
a combined advertisement of ‘“ medical 
advice gratis” and “prime cigars.” 

But these stray American instances 
were of course quite outnumbered by 
the English, and there is scarcely an ill 
which was not in this controversy charg- 
ed upon tobacco by its enemies, nor a 
physical or moral benefit which was not 
claimed for it by its friends. According 
to these, it prevents dissension and dysp- 
neea, inflammation and insanity, saves 
the waste of tissue and of time, blunts 
the edge of grief and lightens pain. “No 
man was ever in a passion with a pipe in 
his mouth.” There are more female lu- 
natics chiefly because the fumigatory ed- 
ucation of the fair sex has been neglect- 
ed. Yet it is important to notice that 
these same advocates almost outdo its 
opponents in admitting its liability to 
misuse, and the perilous consequences. 
“ The injurious effects of excessive smok- 
ing,” — there is no more pitiable object 
than the inveterate smoker,” — “ seden- 
tary life is incompatible with smoking,” 
—highly pernicious, — general debility, 
—secretions all wrong, — cerebral soft- 
ening, — partial paralysis, — trembling 
of the hand,—enervation and depres- 
sion, — great irritability, — neuralgia, — 
narcotism of the heart: this Chamber of 
Horrors forms a part of the very Temple 
of Tobacco, as builded, not by foes, but by 
worshippers. ‘ All men of observation 
and experience,” they admit, ‘must be 
able to point to instances of disease and 
derangement from the abuse of this lux- 
ury.” Yet they advocate it, as the same 
men advocate intoxicating drinks; not 
meeting the question, in either case, 
whether it be wise, or even generous, for 
the strong to continue an indulgence 
which is thus confessedly ruinous to the 
weak. 

The controversy had its course, and 
ended, like most controversies, without 
establishing anything. The editor of the 
“Lancet,” to be sure, summed up the 
evidence very fairly, and it is worth 
while to quote him:— “It is almost un- 
necessary to make a separate inquiry 
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into the pathological conditions which 
follow upon excessive smoking. Abun- 
dant evidence has been adduced of the 
igantic evils which attend the abuse of 
tobacco. Let it be granted at once that 
there is such a thing as moderate smok- 
ing, and let it be admitted that we can- 
not accuse tobacco of being guilty of the 
whole of Cullen’s ‘ Nosology’; it still re- 
mains that there is a long catalogue of 
frightful penalties attached to its abuse.” 
He then proceeds to consider what is to 
be called abuse: as, for instance, smok- 
ing more than one or two cigars or pipes 
daily, — smoking too early in the day or 
too early in life, —and in general, the 
use of tobacco by those with whom it 
does not agree, — which rather reminds 
one of the early temperance pledges, 
which bound a man to drink no more 
rum than he found to be good for him. 
But the Chief Justice of the Medical 
Court finally instructs his jury of read- 
ers that young men should give up a 
dubious pleasure for a certain good, and 
abandon tobacco altogether: —“ Shun the 
habit of smoking as you would shun self- 
destruction. As you value your phys- 
ical and moral well-being, avoid a habit 
which for you can offer no advantage to 
compare with the dangers you incur.” 

Yet, after all, neither he nor his wit- 
nesses seem fairly to have hit upon what 
seem to this present writer the two in- 
controyvertible arguments against tobac- 
co; one being drawn from theory, and 
the other from practice. 

First, as to the theory of the thing. The 
laws of Nature warn every man who uses 
tobacco for the first time, that he is deal- 
ing with a poison. Nobody denies this 
attribute of the plant; it is “a narcotic 
poison of the most active class.” It is 
not merely that a poison can by chemical 
process be extracted from it, but itis a poi- 
son in its simplest form. Its mere appli- 
cation to the skin has often produced un- 
controllable nausea and prostration. Chil- 
dren have in several cases been killed 
by the mere application of tobacco oint- 
ment to the head. Soldiers have simu- 
lated sickness by placing it beneath the 
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armpits, — though in most cases our reg- 
iments would probably consider this a 
mistaken application of the treasure. To- 
bacco, then, is simply and absolutely a 
poison. 

Now to say that a substance is a poi- 
son is not to say that it inevitably kills ; 
it may be apparently innocuous, if not 
incidentally beneficial. King Mithri- 
dates, it is said, learned habitually to 
consume these dangerous commodities ; 
and the scarcely less mythical Du Chail- 
lu, after the fatigues of his gorilla war- 
fare, found decided benefit from two 
ounces of arsenic. But to say that a 
substance is a poison is to say at least that 
it is a noxious drug,— that it is a medi- 
cine, not an aliment,— that its effects are 
pathological, not physiological, — and that 
its use should therefore be exceptional, 
not habitual. Not tending to the preser- 
vation of a normal state, but at best to 
the correction of some abnormal one, its 
whole value, if it have any, lies in the rar- 
ity of its application. To apply a pow- 
erful drug at a certain hour every day 
is like a schoolmaster’s whipping his pu- 
pil at a certain hour every day: the vic- 
tim may become inured, but undoubted- 
ly the specific value of the remedy must 
vanish with the repetition. 

Thus much would be true, were it 
proved that tobacco is in some cases ap- 
parently beneficial. No drug is bene- 
ficial, when constantly employed. But, 
furthermore, if not beneficial, it then is 
injurious. As Dr. Holmes has so forcibly 
expounded, every medicine is in itself 
hurtful. All noxious agents, according 
to him, cost a patient, on an average, five 
per cent. of his vital power ; that is, twen- 
ty times as much would kill him. It is 
believed that they are sometimes indi- 
rectly useful; it is known that they are 
always directly hurtful. That is, I have 
a neighbor on one side who takes tobacco 
to cure his dyspepsia, and a neighbor on 
the other side who takes blue pill for his 
infirmities generally. The profit of the 
operation may be sure or doubtful; the 
outlay is certain, and to be deducted in 
any event. I have no doubt, my dear 
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Madam, that your interesting son has 
learned to smoke, as he states, in order 
to check that very distressing toothache 
which so hindered his studies; but I sin- 
cerely think it would be better to have 
the affliction removed by a dentist at a 
cost of fifty cents than by a drug at an 
expense of five per cent. of vital pow- 
er. 

Fortunately, when it comes to the prac- 
tical test, the whole position is conceded 
to our hands, and the very devotees of 
tobacco are false to their idol. It is not 
merely that the most fumigatory parent 
dissuades his sons from the practice; but 
there is a more remarkable instance. If 
any two classes can be singled out in the 
community as the largest habitual con- 
sumers of tobacco, it must be the college 
students and the city “roughs” or “ row- 
dies,” or whatever the latest slang name 
is, — for these roysterers, like oysters, in- 
cline to names with an r in. Now the 
“rough,” when brought to a physical cli- 
max, becomes the prize-fighter ; and the 
college student is seen in his highest con- 
dition as the prize-oarsman; and both 
these representative men, under such cir- 
cumstances of ambition, straightway aban- 
don tobaceo. Such a concession, from 
such a quarter, is worth all the denun- 
ciations of good Mr. Trask. Appeal, O 
anxious mother! from Philip smoking to 
Philip training. What your progeny will 
not do for any considerations of ethics or 
economy,—to save his sisters’ olfactories 
or the atmosphere of the family altar, — 
that he does unflinchinely at one word 
from the stroke-oar or the commodore. 
In so doing, he surrenders every inch of 
the ground, and owns unequivocally that 
he is in better condition without tobacco. 
The old traditions of training are in some 
other respects being softened: strawber- 
ries are no longer contraband, and the 
last agonies of thirst are no longer a part 
of the prescription ; but training and to- 
bacco are still incompatible. There is 
not a regatta or a prize-fight in which the 
betting would not be seriously affected 
by the discovery that either party used 
the beguiling weed. 
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The argument is irresistible, — or rath- 
er, it is not so much an argument as a 
plea of guilty under the indictment. The 
prime devotees of tobacco voluntarily 
abstain from it, like Lord Raglan and 
Admiral Napier, when they wish to be 
in their best condition. But are we ever, 
any of us, in too good condition ? Have 
all the sanitary conventions yet succeed- 
ed in detecting one man, in our high- 
pressure America, who finds himself too 
well? If a man goes into training for 
the mimic contest, why not for the actual 
one? If he needs steady nerves and a 
cool head for the play of life, —and even 
prize-fighting is called “ sporting,”—why 
not for its earnest? Here we are all 
croaking that we are not in the health in 
which our twentieth birthday found us, 
and yet we will not condescend to the 
wise abstinence which even twenty prac- 
tises. Moderate training is simply a ra- 
tional and healthful life. 

So palpable is this, that there is strong 
reason to believe that the increased at- 
tention to physical training is operating 
against tobacco. If we may trust litera- 
ture, as has been shown, its use is not 
now so great as formerly, in spite of the 
vague guesses of alarmists. “ It is esti- 
mated,” says Mr. Coles, “that the con- 
sumption of tobacco in this country is 
eight times as great as in France and 
three times as great as in England, in 
proportion to the population ”; but there 
is nothing in the world more uncertain 
than “It is estimated.” It is frequently 
estimated, for instance, that nine out of 
ten of our college students use tobacco; 
and yet by the statistics of the last grad- 
uating class at Cambridge it appears that 
it is used by only thirty-one out of sev- 
enty-six. I am satisfied that the extent 
of the practice is often exaggerated. Ina 
gymnastic club of young men, for instance, 
where I have had opportunity to take the 
statistics, it is found that less than one- 
quarter use it, though there has never 
been any agitation or discussion of the 
matter. These things indicate that it 
can no longer be claimed, as Moliére as- 
serted two centuries ago, that he who 
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lives without tobacco is not worthy to 
live. 

And as there has been some exagger- 
ation in describing the extent to which 
Tobacco is King, so there has doubt- 
less been some overstatement as to the 
cruelty of his despotism. Enough, how- 
ever, remains to condemn him. The 
present writer, at least, has the firmest 
conviction, from personal observation and 
experience, that the imagined benefits of 
tobacco-using (which have never, perhaps, 
been better stated than in an essay which 
appeared in this magazine, in August, 
1860) are ordinarily an illusion, and its 
evils a far more solid reality, —that it 
stimulates only to enervate, soothes only 
to depress, — that it neither permanently 
calms the nerves nor softens the temper 
nor enlightens the brain, but that in the 
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end its tendencies are precisely the oppo- 
sites of these, beside the undoubted inci- 
dental objections of costliness and un- 
cleanness. When men ean find any oth- 
er instance of a poisonous drug which is 
suitable for daily consumption, they will 
be more consistent in using this. When 
it is admitted to be innocuous to those 
who are in training for athletic feats, it 
may be possible to suppose it beneficial 
to those who are out of training. Mean- 
while there seems no ground for its sup- 
porters except that to which the famous 
Robert Hall was reduced, as he says, by 
“the Society of Doctors of Divinity.” He 
sent a message to Dr. Clarke, in return 
for a pamphlet against tobacco, that he 
could not possibly refute his arguments 
and could not possibly give up smok- 
ing. 


THE WOLVES. 


Ye who listen to stories told, 
When hearths are cheery and nights are cold, 


Of the lone wood-side, and the hungry pack 
That howls on the fainting traveller’s track, — 


Flame-red eyeballs that waylay, 
By the wintry moon, the belated sleigh, — 


The lost child sought in the dismal wood, 
The little shoes and the stains of blood 


On the trampled snow, — O ye that hear, 
With thrills of pity or chills of fear, 


Wishing some angel had been sent 
To shield the hapless and innocent, — 


Know ye the fiend that is crueller far 
Than the gaunt gray herds of the forest are ? 


Swiftly vanish the wild fleet tracks 
Before the rifle and woodman’s axe: 
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But hark to the coming, of unseen feet, 
Pattering by night through the city street! 


Each wolf that dies in the woodland brown 
Lives a. spectre and haunts the town. 


By square and market they slink and prowl, 
In lane and alley they leap and howl. 


All night they snuff and snarl before 
The poor patched window and broken door. 


They paw the clapboards and claw the latch 
At every crevice they whine and scratch. 


? 


Their tongues are subtle and long and thin, 
And they lap the living blood within. 


Icy keen are the teeth that tear, 
Red as ruin the eyes that glare. 


Children crouched in corners cold 
Shiver in tattered garments old, 


And start from sleep with bitter pangs 
At the touch of the phantoms’ viewless fangs. 


Weary the mother and worn with strife, 
Sull she watches and fights for life. 


But her hand is feeble, and weapon small: 
One little needle against them all! 


In evil hour the daughter fled 
From her poor shelter and wretched bed. 


Through the city’s pitiless solitude 
To the door of sin the wolves pursued. 


Fierce the father and grim with want, 
His heart is gnawed by the spectres gaunt. 


Frenzied stealing forth by night, 
With whetted knife, to the desperate fight, 


He thought to strike the spectres dead, 
But he smites his brother man instead. 


O you that listen to stories told, 
When hearths are cheery and nights are cold, 
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Weep no more at the tales you hear, 
The danger is close and the wolves are near. 


Shudder not at the murderer’s name, 
Marvel not at the maiden’s shame. 


.Pass not by with averted eye 
The door where the stricken children cry. 


But when the beat of the unseen feet 
Sounds by night through the stormy street, 


Follow thou where the spectres glide ; 
Stand like Hope by the mother’s side ; 


And be thyself the angel sent 
To shield the hapless and innocent. 


He gives but little who gives his tears, 
He gives his best who aids and cheers. 


He does well in the forest wild 
Who slays the monster and saves the child ; 


But he does better, and merits more, 
Who drives the wolf from the poor man’s door. 


A STORY OF TO-DAY. 


PART Iil. 


Now that I have come to the love part 
of my story, I am suddenly conscious of 
dingy common colors on the palette with 
which I have been painting. I wish I had 
some brilliant dyes. I wish, with all my 
heart, I could take you back to that “ Once 
upon a time” in which the souls of our 
grandmothers delighted,—the time which 
Dr. Johnson sat up all night to read about 
in “ Evelina,” — the time when all the 
celestial virtues, all the earthly graces 
were revealed in a condensed state to 
man through the blue eyes and sumptu- 
ous linens of some Belinda Portman or 
Lord Mortimer. None of your good- 
hearted, sorely-tempted villains then! It 


made your hair stand on end only to read 
of them,—dyed at their birth clear through 
with Pluto’s blackest poison, going about 
perpetually seeking innocent maidens and 
unsophisticated old men to devour. That 
was the time for holding up virtue and 
vice ; no trouble then in seeing which 
were sheep and which were goats! A 
person could write a story with a moral 
to it, then, I should hope! People that 
were born in those days had no fancy for 
going through the world with half-and-half 
characters, such as we put up with; so 
Nature turned out complete specimens of 
each class, with all the appendages of dress, 
fortune, et cetera, chording decently. At 
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least, so those veracious histories say. The 
heroine, for instance, glides into life full- 
charged with rank, virtues, a name three- 
syllabled, and a white dress that never 
needs washing, ready to sail through dan- 
gers dire into a triumphant haven of mat- 
rimony ;—all the aristocrats have high 
foreheads and cold blue eyes; all the peas- 
ants are old women, miraculously grateful, 
in neat check aprons, or sullen-browed in- 
surgents planning revolts in caves. 

Of course, I do not mean that these 
times are gone: they are alive (in a mod- 
ern fashion) in many places in the world ; 
some of my friends have described them 
in prose and verse. I only mean to say 
that I never was there ; I was born un- 
lucky. I am willing to do my best, but I 
live in the commonplace. Once or twice 
JT have rashly tried my hand at dark con- 
spiracies, and women rare and radiant in 
Italian bowers; but I have a friend who 
is sure to say, “ Try and tell us about 
the butcher next door, my dear.” If I 
look up from my paper now, I shall be 
just as apt to see our dog and his kennel 
as the white sky stained with blood and 
Tyrian purple. I never saw a full-blood- 
ed saint or sinner in my life. The cold- 
est villain I ever knew was the only son 
of his mother, and she a widow,—and a 
kinder son never lived. I have known 
people capable of a love terrible in its 
strength ; but I never knew such a case 
that some one did not consider its expe- 
diency as “a match” in the light of dol- 
lars and cents. As for heroines, of course 
I know beautiful women, and good as fair. 
The most beautiful is delicate and pure 
enough for a type of the Madonna, and 
has a heart almost as warm and holy 
as hers who was blessed among wom- 
en. (Very pure blood is in her veins, 
too, if you care about blood.) But at 
home they call her Tode for a nickname ; 
all we can do, she will sing, and sing 
through her nose; and on washing-days 
she often cooks the dinner, and scolds 
wholesomely, if the tea-napkins are not 
in order. Now, what is anybody to do 
with a heroine like that? I have known 
old maids in abundance, with pathos and 
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sunshine in their lives; but the old maid 
of novels I never have met, who abandon- 
ed her soul to gossip, — nor yet the other 
type, a life-long martyr of unselfishness. 
They are mixed generally, and are not 
unlike their married sisters, so far as I can 
see. Then as to men, certainly I know 
heroes. One man, I knew, as high a chey- 
alier in heart as any Bayard of them all; 
one of those souls simple and gentle as a 
woman, tender in knightly honor. He 
was an old man, with a rusty brown coat 
and rustier wig, who spent his life in a 
dingy village office. You poets would 
have laughed at him. Well, well, his 
history never will be written. The kind, 
sad, blue eyes are shut now. There is 
a little farm-graveyard overgrown with 
privet and wild grape-vines, and a flat- 
tened grave where he was laid to rest; 
and only a few who knew him when they 
were children care to go there, and think 
of what he was to them. But it was not 
in the far days of Chivalry alone, I think, 
that true and tender souls have stood in 
the world unwelcome, and, hurt to the 
quick, have turned away and dumbly 
died. Let it be. Their lives are not 
lost, thank God ! 

I meant only to ask you, How can I 
help it, if the people in my story seem 
coarse to you,—if the hero, unlike all 
other heroes, stopped to count the cost 
before he fell in love, —if it made his fin- 
gers thrill with pleasure to touch a full 
pocket-book as well as his mistress’s hand, 
— not being withal, this Stephen Holmes, 
a man to be despised? A hero, rather, 
of a peculiar type,—a man, more than oth- 
er men: the very mould of man, doubt 
it who will, that women love longest and 
most madly. Of course, if I could, I 
would have blotted out every meanness 
or flaw before I showed him to you; I 
would have given you Margaret an impet- 
uous, whole-souled woman, glad to throw 
her life down for her father without one 
bitter thought of the wife and mother she 
might have been; I would have painted 
her mother tender as she was, forgetting 
how pettish she grew on busy days: but 
what can Ido? I must show you men 
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and women as they are in that especial 
State of the Union where I live. In all 
the others, of course, it is very different. 
Now, being prepared for disappointment, 
will you see my hero? 

He had sauntered out from the city for 
a morning walk,—not through the hills, as 
Margaret went, going home, but on the 
other side, to the river, over which you 
could see the Prairie. We are in Indi- 
ana, remember. The sunlight was pure 
that morning, powerful, tintless, the true 
wine of life for body or spirit. Stephen 
Holmes knew that, being a man of deli- 
cate animal instincts, and so used it, just 
as he had used the dumb-bells in the morn- 
ing. All things were made for man, were 
n’t they? He was leaning against the 
door of the school-house,— a red, flaunt- 
ing house, the daub on the landscape: but, 
haying his back to it, he could not see it, 
so through his half-shut eyes he suffered 
the beauty of the scene to act on him. 
Suffered: in a man, according to his 
creed, the will being dominant, and all 
influences, such as beauty, pain, religion, 
permitted to act under orders. Of course. 

It was a peculiar landscape,— like the 
man who looked at it, of a thoroughly 
American type. A range of sharp, dark 
hills, with a sombre depth of green shad- 
ow in the clefts, and on the sides massed 
forests of scarlet and flame and crimson. 
Above, the sharp peaks of stone rose into 
the wan blue, wan and pale themselves, 
and wearing a certain air of fixed calm, 
the type of an eternal quiet. At the base 
of the hills lay the city, a dirty mass of 
bricks and smoke and dust, and at its far 
edge flowed the Wabash,— deep here, tint- 
ed with green, writhing and gurgling and 
curdling on the banks over shelving ledges 
of lichen and mud-coyered rock. Beyond 
it yawned the opening to the great West, 
—the Prairies. Not the dreary deadness 
here, as farther west. A plain dark russet 
in hue,—for the grass was sun-scorched,— 
stretching away into the vague distance, 
intolerable, silent, broken by hillocks and 
puny streams that only made the vastness 
and silence more wide and heavy. Its 
limitless torpor weighed on the brain ; the 
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eyes ached, stretching to find some break 
before the dull russet faded into the am- 
ber of the horizon and was lost. An 
American landscape: of few features, 
simple, grand in outline as a face of one 
of the early gods. It lay utterly motion- 
less before him, not a fleck of cloud in 
the pure blue above, even where the mist 
rose from the river; it only had glorified 
the clear blue into clearer violet. 

Holmes stood quietly looking ; he could 
have created a picture like this, if he nev- 
er had seen one; therefore he was able to 
recognize it, accepted it into his soul, and 
let it do what it would there. 

Suddenly a low wind from the far Pa- 
cific coast struck from the amber line 
where the sun went down. <A faint trem- 
ble passed over the great hills, the broad 
sweeps of color darkened from base to 
summit, then flashed again, — while be- 
low, the prairie rose and fell like a dun 
sea, and rolled in long, slow, solemn 
waves. 

The wind struck so broad and fiercely 
in Holmes’s face that he caught his breath, 
Tt was a savage freedom, he thought, in 
the West there, whose breath blew on 
him,— the freedom of the primitive man, 
the untamed animal man, self-reliant and 
self-assertant, having conquered Nature. 
Well, this fierce masterful freedom was 
good for the soul, sometimes, doubtless. 
It was old Knowles’s vital air. He won- 
dered if the old man would succeed in 
his hobby, if he could make the slavish 
beggars and thieves in the alleys yonder 
comprehend this fierce freedom. They 
craved leave to live on sufferance now, 
not knowing their possible divinity. It 
was a desperate remedy, this sense of un- 
checked liberty ; but their disease was des- 
perate. As for himself, he did not need 
it; that element was not lacking. Ina 
mere bodily sense, to be sure. He felt 
his arm. Yes, the cold rigor of this new 
life had already worn off much of the 
clogging weight of flesh, strengthened the 
muscles. Six months more in the West 
would toughen the fibres to iron. He 
raised an iron weight that lay on the 
steps, carelessly testing them. For the 
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rest, he was going back here; something 
of the cold, loose freshness got into his 
brain, he believed. In the two years of 
absence his power of concentration had 
been stronger, his perceptions more free 
from prejudice, gaining every day deli- 
cate point, acuteness of analysis. He drew 
a long breath of the icy air, coarse with 
the wild perfume of the prairie. No, his 
temperament needed a subtiler atmos- 
phere than this, rarer essence than mere 
brutal freedom. The East, the Old World, 
was his proper sphere for self-develop- 
ment. He would go as soon as he could 
command the means, leaving all clogs be- 
hind. All? His idle thought balked here, 
suddenly ; the sallow forehead contracted 
sharply, and his gray eyes grew in an in- 
stant shallow, careless, formal, as a man 
who holds back his thought. There was 
a fierce warring in his brain for a mo- 
ment. Then he brushed his Kossuth hat 
with his arm, and put it on, looking out at 
the landscape again. Somehow its mean- 
ing was dulled to him. Just then a muddy 
terrier came up, and rubbed itself against 
his knee. “ Why, Tige, old boy!” he 
said, stooping to pat it kindly. The hard, 
shallow look faded out, and he half smil- 
ed, looking in the dog’s eyes. A curious 
smile, unspeakably tender and sad. It 
was the idiosyncrasy of the man’s face, 
rarely seen there. He might have looked 
with it at a criminal, condemning him to 
death. But he would have condemned 
him, and, if no hangman could be found, 
would have put the rope on with his own 
hands, and then most probably would have 
sat down pale and trembling, and analyz- 
ed his sensations on paper,— being sin- 
cere in all. 

He sat down on the school-house step, 
which the boys had hacked and whittled 
rouch, and waited; for he was there by 
appointment, to meet Dr. Knowles. 

Knowles had gone out early in the 
morning to look at the ground he was 
going to buy for his Phalanstery, or what- 
ever he chose to call it. He was to bring 
the deed of sale of the mill out with him 
for Holmes. The next day it was to be 
signed. Holmes saw him at last lumber- 
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ing across the prairie, wiping the perspira- 
tion from his forehead. Summer or win- 
ter, he contrived to be always hot. There 
was a cart drawn by an old donkey com- 
ing along beside him. Knowles was talk- 
ing to the driver. The old man clapped 
his hands as stage-coachmen do, and drew 
in long draughts of air, as if there were 
keen life and promise in every breath. 
They came up at last, the cart empty, and 
drying for the day’s work after its morn- 
ing’s scrubbing, Lois’s pock-marked face 
all in a glow with trying to keep Barney 
awake. She grew quite red with pleas- 
ure at seeing Holmes, but went on quick- 
ly as the men began to talk. Tige fol- 
lowed her, of course; but when she had 
gone a little way across the prairie, they 
saw her stop, and presently the dog came 
back with something in his mouth, which 
he laid down beside his master, and bolted 
off. It was only a rough wicker-basket 
which she had filled with damp plushy 
moss, and half-buried in it clusters of 
plumy fern, delicate brown and ashen 
lichens, masses of forest-leaves all shaded 
green with a few crimson tints. It had 
a clear woody smell, like far-off myrrh. 
The Doctor laughed as Holmes took it 
up. 

“ An artist’s gift, if it is from a mulat- 
to,” he said. ‘ A born colorist.” 

The men were not at ease, for some 
reason; they seized on every trifle to 
keep off the subject which had brought 
them together. 

“ That girl’s artist-sense is pure, and 
her religion, down under the perversion 
and ignorance of her brain. Curious, eh?” 

“ Look at the top of her head, when 
you see her,” said Holmes. “ It is neces- 
sity for such brains to worship. They let 
the fire lick their blood, if they happen 
to be born Parsees. ‘This girl, if she had 
been a Jew when Christ was born, would 
have known him as Simeon did.” 

Knowles said nothing,— only glaneed 
at the massive head of the speaker, with 
its overhanging brow, square develop- 
ment at the sides, and lowered crown, 
and smiled significantly. 

“ Exactly,” laughed Holmes, putting 
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his hand on his head. “Crippled there by 
my Yorkshire blood, —my mother. Ney- 
er mind ; outside of this life, blood or cir- 
cumstance matters nothing.” 

They walked on slowly towards town. 
Surely there was nothing in the bill-of- 
sale which the old man had in his pocket 
but a mere matter of business; yet they 
were strangely silent about it, as if it 
brought shame to some one. There was 
an embarrassed pause. The Doctor went 
back to Lois for relief. 

“JT think it is the pain and want of 
such as she that makes them susceptible 
to religion. ‘The self in them is so starv- 
ed and humbled that it cannot obscure 
their eyes; they see God clearly.” 

“ Say rather,” said Holmes, “ that the 
soul is so starved and blind that it can- 
not recognize itself as God.” 

The Doctor's intolerant eye kindled. 

“Humph! So that ’s your creed! 
Not Pantheism. Ego sum. Of course 
you go on with the conjugation: I have 
been, I shall be. J,—that covers the 
whole ground, creation, redemption, and 
commands the hereafter ? ” 

“ It does so,” said Holmes, coolly. 

* And this wretched huckster carries 
her deity about her,— her self-existent 
soul? How, in God’s name, is her life 
to set it free ?” 

Holmes said nothing. The coarse sneer 
could not be answered. Men with pale 
faces and heavy jaws like his do not car- 
ry their religion on their tongue’s end; 
their creeds leave them only in the slow 
oozing life-blood, false as the creeds may 
be. 

Knowles went on hotly, half to him- 
self, seizing on the new idea fiercely, as 
men and women do who are yet groping 
for the truth of life. 

“ What is it your Novalis says? ‘ The 
true Shechinah is man.’ You know no 
higher God? Pooh! the idea is old 
enough ; it began with Eve. It works 
slowly, Holmes. In six thousand years, 
taking humanity as one, this self-exist- 
ent soul should have clothed itself with 
a freer, royaller garment than poor Lois’s 
body,— or mine,” he added, bitterly. 
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“Tt works slowly,” said the other, qui- 
etly. ‘Faster soon, in America. There 
are yet many ills of life for the divinity 
within to conquer.” 

“And Lois and the swarming mass 
yonder in those dens? It is late for 
them to begin the fight ?” 

“ Endurance is enough for them here. 
Their religions teach them that they could 
not bear the truth. One does not put a 
weapon into the hands of a man dying 
of the fetor and hunger of the siege.” 

“ But what will this life, or the lives to 
come, give to you champions who know 
the truth ?” 

“ Nothing but victory,” he said, in a 
low tone, looking away. 

Knowles looked at the pale strength 
of the iron face. 

“God help you, Stephen!” he broke 
out, his shallow jeering falling off. “ For 
there is a God higher than we. The ills 
of life you mean to conquer will teach it 
to you, Holmes. You ’Il find the Some- 
thing above yourself, if it ’s only to curse 
Him and die.” 

Holmes did not smile at the old man’s 
heat, — walked gravely, steadily. 

There was a short silence. The old 
man put his hand gently on the other's 
arm. 

“ Stephen,” he hesitated, “you ’re a 
stronger man than I. I know what you 
are ; I’ve watched you from a boy. But 
you ’re wrong here. I ’m an old man. 
There ’s not much I know in life,— 
enough to madden me. But I do know 
there ’s something stronger, — some God 
outside of the mean devil they call ‘ Me.’ 
You ’ll learn it, boy. There ’s an old 
story of a man like you and the rest of 
your sect, and of the vile, mean, crawling 
things that God sent to bring him down. 
There are such things yet. Mean pas- 
sions in your divine soul, low, selfish things, 
that will get the better of you, show you 
what you are. You ’Il do all that man 
can do. But they are coming, Stephen 
Holmes! they ’re coming!” 

He stopped, startled. For Holmes had 
turned abruptly, glancing over at the city 
with a strange wistfulness. It was over 
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in a moment. He resumed the slow, 
controlling walk beside him. They went 
on in silence into town, and when they 
did speak, it was on indifferent subjects, 
not referring to the last. The Doctor’s 
heat, as it usually did, boiled out in spasms 
on trifles. Once he stumped his toe, and, 
I am sorry to say, swore roundly about 
it, just as he would have done in the 
new Arcadia, if one of the jail-birds com- 
prising that colony had been ungrateful 
for his advantages. Philanthropists, for 
some curious reason, are not the most 
amiable members of small families. 

He gave Holmes the roll of parchment 
he had in his pocket, looking keenly at 
him, as he did so, but only saying, that, if 
he meant to sign it, it would be done to- 
morrow. As Holmes took it, they stop- 
ped at the great door of the factory. He 
went in alone, Knowles going down the 
street. One trifle, strange in its way, he 
remembered afterwards. Holding the 
roll of paper in his hand that would 
make the mill his, he went, in his slow, 
grave way, down the long passage to the 
loom-rooms. ‘There was a crowd of por- 
ters and firemen there, as usual, and he 
thought one of them hastily passed him 
in the dark passage, hiding behind an 
engine. As the shadow fell on him, his 
teeth chattered with a chilly shudder. 
He smiled, thinking how superstitious 
people would say that some one trod on 
his grave just then, or that Death looked 
at him, and went on. Afterwards he 
thought of it. Going through the oflice, 
the fat old book-keeper, Huff, stopped him 
with a story he had been keeping for 
him all day. He liked to tell a story to 
Holmes; he could see into a joke; it 
did a man good to hear a fellow laugh 
like that. Holmes did laugh, for the story 
was a good one, and stood a moment, then 
went in, leaving the old fellow chuckling 
over his desk. Huff did not know how, 
lately, after every laugh, this man felt a 
vague scorn of himself, as if jokes and 
laughter belonged to a self that ought to 
have been dead long ago. Perhaps, if 
the fat old book-keeper had known it, he 
would have said that the man was better 
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than he knew. But then,— poor Huff! 
He passed slowly through the long alleys 
between the great looms. Overhead the 
ceiling looked like a heavy maze of iron 
cylinders and black swinging bars and 
wheels, all in swift, ponderous motion. 
It was enough to make a brain dizzy with 
the clanging thunder of the engines, the 
whizzing spindles of red and yellow, and 
the hot daylight glaring over all. The 
looms were watched by women, most of 
them bold, tawdry girls of fifteen or six- 
teen, or lean-jawed women from the hills, 
wives of the coal-diggers. There was a 
breathless odor of copperas. As he went 
from one room to another up through the 
ascending stories, he had a vague sensa- 
tion of being followed. Some shadow lurk- 
ed at times behind the engines, or stole af- 
ter him in the dark entries. Were there 
ghosts, then, in mills in broad daylight ? 
None but the ghosts of Want and Hun- 
ger and Crime, he might have known, that 
do not wait for night to walk our streets: 
the ghosts that poor old Knowles hoped 
to lay forever. 

Holmes had a room fitted up in the 
mill, where he slept. He went up to it 
slowly, holding the paper tightly in one 
hand, glancing at the operatives, the work, 
through his furtive half-shut eye. Noth- 
ing escaped him. Passing the windows, 
he did not once look out at the prophetic 
dream of beauty he had left without. In 
the mill he was of the mill. Yet he went 
slowly, as if he shrank from the task wait- 
ing for him. Why should he? It wasa 
simple matter of business, this transfer of 
Knowles’s share in the mill to himself; to- 
day he was to decide whether he would 
conclude the bargain. If any dark his- 
tory of wrong lay underneath, if this sim- 
ple decision of his was to be the strug- 
gle for life and death with him, his cold, 
firm face told nothing of it. Let us be 
just to him, stand by him, if we can, in 
the midst of his desolate home and deso- 
late life, and look through his cold, sor- 
rowful eyes at the deed he was going to 
do. Dreary enough he looked, going 
through the great mill, despite the power 
in his quiet face, A man who had strength 
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to be alone; yet, I think, with all his 
strength and power, his mother could not 
have borne to look back from the dead 
that day, to see her boy so utterly alone. 
The day was the crisis of his life, looked 
forward to for years ; he held in his hand 
a sure passport to fortune. Yet he thrust 
the hour off, perversely, trifling with idle 
fancies, pushing from him the one ques- 
tion which all the years past and to come 
had left for this day to decide. 

Some such idle fancy it may have been 
that made the man turn from the usual 
way down a narrow passage into which 
opened doors from small offices. Marga- 
ret Howth, he had learned to-day, was in 
the first one. He hesitated before he did 
it, his sallow face turning a trifle paler; 
then he went on in his hard, grave way, 
wondering dimly if she remembered his 
step, if she cared to see him now. She 
used to know it, — she was the only one in 
the world who ever had cared to know it, 
—silly child! Doubtless she was wiser 
now. He remembered he used to think, 
that, when this woman loved, it would be 
as he himself would love, with a simple 
trust which the wrong of years could not 
touch. And once he had thought 
Well, well, he was mistaken. Poor Mar- 
garet! Better as it was. They were noth- 
ing to each other. She had put him from 
her, and he had suffered himself to be 
put away. Why, he would have given 
up every prospect of life, if he had done 
otherwise! Yet he wondered bitterly 
if she had thought him selfish, —if she 
thought it was money he cared for, as 
the others did. It mattered nothing what 
they thought, but it wounded him intol- 
erably that she should wrong him. Yet, 
with all this, whenever he looked for- 
ward to death, it was with the certainty 
that he should find her there beyond. 
There would be no secrets then; she 
would know then how he had loved her 
always. Loved her? Yes; he need not 
hide it from himself, surely. 

He was now by the door of the office; 
—she was within. Little Margaret, poor 
little Margaret! struggling there day af- 
ter day for the old father and mother. 

VoL. VIL 46 
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What a pale, cold little child she used 
to be! such a child! yet kindling at his 
look or touch, as if her veins were filled 
with subtile flame. Her soul was—like 
his own, he thought. He knew what it 
was,—he only, Even now he glowed 
with a man’s triumph to know he held the 
secret life of this woman bare in his hand. 
No other human power could ever come 
near her; he was secure in possession. 
She had put him from her ;— it was bet- 
ter for both, perhaps. Their paths were 
separate here; for she had some unreal 
notions of duty, and he had too much to 
do in the world to clog himself with cares, 
or to idle an hour in the rare ecstasy of 
even love like this. 

He passed the office, not pausing in his 
slow step. Some sudden impulse made 
him put his hand on the door as he brush- 
ed against it: just a quick, light touch ; but 
it had all the fierce passion of a caress. 
He drew it back as quickly, and went on, 
wiping a clammy sweat from his face. 

The room he had fitted up for himself 
was whitewashed and barely furnished ; 
it made one’s bones ache to look at the 
iron bedstead and chairs. Holmes’s nat- 
ural taste was more glowing, however 
smothered, than that of any saffron-robed 
Sybarite. It needed correction, he knew, 
and this was the discipline. Besides, he 
had set apart the coming three or four: 
years of his life to make money in, enough 
for the time to come. He would devote 
his whole strength to that work, and’ so, 
be sooner done with it. Money, or place, 
or even power, was nothing but means 
to him: other men valued them because 
of their influence on others. As his work 
in the world was only the development: 
of himself, it was different, of course. 
What would it matter to his soul the 
day after death, if millions called his 
name aloud in blame or praise? Would 
he hear or answer then? What would 
it matter to him then, if he had starved 
with them or ruled over them? People 
talked of benevolence. What would it 
matter to him then, the misery or happi- 
ness of those yet working in this paltry 
life of ours? In so-far as the exercise 
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of kindly emotions or self-denial develop- 
ed the higher part of his nature, it was 
to be commended; as for its effect on 
others, that he had nothing to do with. 
He practised self-denial constantly to 
strengthen the benevolent instincts. That 
very morning he had given his last dol- 
lar to Joe Byers, a half-starved cripple. 
“ Chucked it at me,” Joe said, “like as 
he ’d give a bone to a dog, and be damn- 
ed to him! Who thanks him?” To 
tell the truth, you will find no fairer ex- 
ponent than this Stephen Holmes of the 
great idea of American sociology, —that 
the object of life is to grow. Circumstan- 
ces had forced it on him, partly. Sitting 
now in his room, where he was counting 
the cost of becoming a merchant prince, 
he could look back to the time of a boy- 
hood passed in the depths of ignorance 
and vice. He knew what this Self with- 
in him was; he knew how it had forced 
him to grope his way up, to give this 
hungry, insatiate soul air and freedom 
and knowledge. All men around him 
were doing the same, — thrusting and jost- 
ling and struggling, up, up. It was the 
American motto, Go ahead; mothers 
taught it to their children ; the whole sys- 
tem was a scale of glittering prizes. He at 
least saw the higher meaning of the truth; 
he had no low ambitions. To lift this 
self up into a higher range of being when 
it had done with the uses of this,—that 
was his work. Self-salvation, self-eleva- 
tion, —the ideas that give birth to, and 
destroy half of our Christianity, half of 
our philanthropy! Sometimes sleeping 
instincts in the man struggled up to as- 
sert a divinity more terrible than this 
growing self-existent soul that he purified 
and analyzed day by day: a depth of 
tender pity for outer pain; a fierce long- 
ing for rest, on something, in something, 
he cared not what. Te stifled such rebel- 
lious promptings,—called them morbid. 
He called it morbid, too, the passion now 
that chilled his strong blood, and wrung 
out these clammy drops on his forehead, 
at the mere thought of this girl below. 
He shut the door of his room tightly : 
‘he had no time to-day for lounging visitors. 
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For Holmes, quiet and steady, was sought 
for, if not popular, even in the free-and- 
easy West; one of those men who are un- 
willingly masters among men. Just and 
mild, always; with a peculiar gift that 
made men talk their best thoughts to 
him, knowing they would be understood ; 
if any core of eternal flint lay under the 
simple, truthful manner of the man, no- 
body saw it. 

He laid the bill of sale on the table; it 
was an altogether practical matter on 
which he sat in judgment, but he was go- 
ing to do nothing rashly. A plain busi- 
ness document: he took Dr. Knowles’s 
share in the factory ; the payments made 
with short intervals; John Herne was 
to be his indorser: it needed only the 
names to make it valid. Plain enough ; 
no hint there of the tacit understanding 
that the purchase-money was a wedding 
dowry ; even between Herne and him- 
self it never was openly put into words. 
If he did not marry Miss Herne, the mill 
was her father’s; that of course must be 
spoken of, arranged to-morrow. If he 
took it, then ? if he married her ? Holmes 
had been poor, was miserably poor yet, 
with the position and habits of a man of 
refinement. God knows it was not to 
gratify those tastes that he clutched at 
this money. All the slow years of work 
trailed up before him, that were gone,— of 
hard, wearing work for daily bread, when 
his brain had been starving for knowl- 
edge, and his soul dulled, debased with 
sordid trading. Was this to be always ? 
Were these few golden moments of life 
to be traded for the bread and meat he 
ate? To eat and drink, — was that what 
he was here for ? 

As he paced the floor mechanically, some 
vague recollection crossed his brain of a 
childish story of the man standing where 
the two great roads of life parted. They 
were open before him now. Money, mon- 
ey, —he took the word into his heart as a 
miser might do. With it, he was free from 
these carking cares that were making his 
mind foul and muddy. Ifhe had money! 
Slow, cool visions of triumphs rose before 
him outlined on the years to come, prac- 
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tical, if Utopian. Slow and sure successes 
of science and art, where his brain could 
work, helpful and. growing. Far off, yet 
surely to come, — surely for him, — a day 
to come when a pure social system should 
be universal, should have thrust out its 
fibres of light knitting into one the na- 
tions of the earth, when the lowest slave 
should find its true place and rightful 
work, and stand up, knowing itself divine. 
“ To insure to every man the freest devel- 
opment of his faculties”: be said over the 
hackneyed dogma again and again, while 
the heavy, hateful years of poverty rose 
before him that had trampled him down. 
“To insure to him the freest develop- 
ment,” he did not need to wait for St. 
Simon, or the golden year, he thought 
with a dreary gibe ; money was enough, 
and — Miss Herne. 

It was curious, that, when this woman, 
whom he saw every day, came up in 
his mind, it was always in one posture, 
one costume. You have noticed that pe- 
culiarity in your remembrance of some 
persons? Perhaps you would find, if 
you looked closely, that in that look or 
indelible gesture which your memory has 
caught there lies some subtile hint of 
the tie between your soul and theirs. 
Now, when Holmes had resolved cool- 
ly to weigh this woman, brain, heart, 
and flesh, to know how much of a hin- 
drance she would be, he could only see 
her, with his artist’s sense, as delicate a 
bloom of coloring as eye could crave, in 
one immovable posture, — as he had seen 
her once in some masquerade or tableau 
vivant. June, I think it was, she chose 
to represent that evening,—and with her 
usual success; for no woman ever knew 
more thoroughly her material of shape or 
color, or how to work it up. Not an ill- 
chosen fancy, either, that of the moist, 
warm month. Some tranced summer’s 
day might have drowsed down into such 
a human form by a dank pool, or on the 
thick grass-crusted meadows. There was 
the full contour of the limbs hid under 
warm green folds, the white flesh that 
glowed when you touched it as if some 
smothered heat lay beneath, the sleeping 
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face, the amber hair uncoiled in a lan- 
guid quiet, while yellow jasmines deep- 
ened its hue into molten sunshine, and a 
great tiger-lily laid its sultry head on her 
breast. June? Could June become in- 
carnate with higher poetic meaning than 
that which this woman gave it? Mr. 
Kitts, the artist I told you of, thought 
not, and fell in love with June and her 
on the spot, which passion became quite 
unbearable after she had graciously per- 
mitted him to sketch her, — for the ben- 
efit of Art. Three medical students and 
one attorney Miss Herne numbered as 
having been driven into a state of dogged 
despair on that triumphal oceasion. Mr. 
Holmes may have quarrelled with the 
rendering, doubting to himself if her lip 
were not too thick, her eye too brassy and 
pale a blue for the queen of months; 
though I do not believe he thought at all 
about it. Yet the picture clung to his 
memory. 

As he slowly paced the room to-day, 
thinking of this woman as his wife, light 
blue eyes and yellow hair and the un- 
clean sweetness of jasmine- flowers mix- 
ed with the hot sunshine and smells of 
the mill. He could think of her in no 
other light. He might have done so; for 
the poor girl had her other sides for view. 
She had one of those sharp, tawdry intel- 
lects whose possessors are always reckon- 
ed “ brilliant women, fine talkers.” She 
was (aside from the necessary sarcasm 
to keep up this reputation) a good-hu- 
mored soul enough, — when no one stood 
in her way. But if her shallow virtues or 
vices were palpable at all to him to-day, 
they became one with the torpid beauty 
of the oppressive summer day, and weigh- 
ed on him alike with a vague disgust. 
The woman luxuriated in perfume ; some 
heavy odor always hung about her. 
Holmes, thinking of her now, fancied he 
felt it stifling the air, and opened the 
window for breath. Patchouli or cop- 
peras, — what was the difference ? The 
mill and his future wife came to him to- 
gether; it was scarcely his fault, if he 
thought of them as one, or muttered, 
“Damnable clog!” as he sat down to 
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write, his cold eye growing colder. But 
he did not argue the question any longer; 
decision had come keenly in one moment, 
fixed, unalterable. 

If, through the long day, the starved 
heart of the man called feebly for its nat- 
ural food, he called it a paltry weakness ; 
or if the old thought of the quiet, pure lit- 
tle girl in the office below came back to 
him, he — he wished her well, he hoped she 
might succeed in her work, he would al- 
ways be ready to lend her a helping hand. 
So many years (he was ashamed to think 
how many) he had built the thought 
of this girl as his wife into the future, 
put his soul’s strength into the hope, as 
if love and the homely duties of husband 
and father were what life was given for! 
A boyish fancy, he thought. He had 
not learned then that all dreams must 
yield to self-reverence and self-growth. 
As for taking up this life of poverty and 
soul-starvation for the sake of a little love, 
it would be an ignoble martyrdom, the 
sacrifice of a grand unmeasured life to a 
shallow pleasure. He was no longer a 
young man now; he had no time to waste. 
Poor Margaret! he wondered if it hurt 
her now. 

He left the writing in the slow, quiet 
way natural to him, and after a while 


stooped to pat the dog softly, who was — 


trying to lick his hand,— with the hard 
fingers shaking a little, and a smothered 
fierceness in the half-closed eye, like a 
man who is tortured and alone. 

There is a miserable drama acted in 
other homes than the Tuileries, when 
men have found a woman’s heart in their 
way to success, and trampled it down 
under an iron heel. Men like Napoleon 
must live out the law of their natures, I 
suppose, — on a throne or in a mill. 

So many trifles that day roused the 
under-current of old thoughts and old 
hopes that taunted him, — trifles, too, that 
he would not have heeded at another 
time. Pike came in on business, a bunch 
of bills in his hand. A wily, keen eye 
he had, looking over them,—a lean face, 
emphasized only by cunning. No won- 
der Dr. Knowles cursed him for a “ slip- 
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pery customer,” and was cheated by him 
the next hour. While he and Holmes 
were counting out the bills, a little white- 
headed girl crept shyly in at the door, 
and came up to the table,— oddly dress- 
ed, in an old-fashioned frock fastened 
with great horn buttons, and with an old- 
fashioned anxious pair of eyes, the color 
of blue Delft. Holmes smoothed her hair, 
as she stood beside them; for he never 
could help caressing children or dogs. 
Pike looked up sharply,—then half smil- 
ed, as he went on counting. 

“Ninety, ninety-five, and one hun- 
dred, all right,’—tying a bit of tape 
about the papers. “My Sophy, Mr. 
Holmes. Good girl, Sophy is. Bring 
her up to the mill sometimes,” he said, 
apologetically, “on ’count of not leaving 
her alone. She gets lonesome at th’ 
house.” 

Holmes glanced at Pike’s felt hat lying 
on the table: there was a rusty strip of 
crape on it. 

“ Yes,” said Pike, in a lower tone, - 
“I’m father and mother, both, to Sophy 
now.” 

“Thad not heard,” said Holmes, kind- 
ly. “ How about the boys, now ?” 

“ Pete and John’s both gone West,” 
the man said, his eyes kindling eagerly. 
“’S fine boys as ever turned out of In- 


diana. Good eddications I give ’em 
both. I’ve felt the want of that all my 
life. Good eddications. Says I, ‘Now, 


boys, you ’ve got your fortunes, nothing 
to hinder your bein’ President. Let ’s 
see what stuff ’s in ye,’ says I. So they 
’re doin’ well. Wrote fur me to come 
out in the fall. But I ’d rather scratch 
on, and gather up a little for Sophy here, 
before I stop work.” 

He patted Sophy’s tanned little hand 
on the table, as if beating some soft tune. 
Holmes folded up the bills. Even this 
man could spare time out of his hard, 
stingy life to love, and be loved, and to 
be generous! But then he had no higher 
aim, knew nothing better. 

“Well,” said Pike, rising, “in case you 
take th’ mill, Mr. Holmes, I hope we ’Il 
be agreeable. I'll strive to do my best,” 
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—in the old fawning manner, to which 
Holmes nodded a curt reply. 

The man stopped for Sophy to gather 
up her bits of broken China with which 
she was making a tea-party on the table, 
and went down-stairs. 

Towards evening Holmes went out, — 
not going through the narrow passage 
that led to the offices, but avoiding it 
by a circuitous route. If it cost him 
any pain to think why he did it, he 
showed none in his calm, observant 
face. Buttoning up his coat as he 
went: the October sunset looked as if 
it ought to be warm, but he was death- 
ly cold. On the street the young doctor 
beset him again with bows and news: 
Cox was his name, I believe; the one, 
you remember, who had such a Talley- 
rand nose for ferreting out successful 
men. He had to bear with him but for 
a few moments, however. They met a 
crowd of workmen at the corner, one of 
whom, an old man freshly washed, with 
honest eyes looking out of horn specta- 
cles, waited for them by a fire-plug. It 
was Polston, the coal-digger, — an ac- 
quaintance, a far-off kinsman of Holmes, 
in fact. 

“ Curious person making signs to you, 
yonder,” said Cox; “hand, I presume.” 

“My cousin Polston. If you do not 
know him, you ‘ll excuse me ?” 

Cox sniffed the air down the street, 
and twirled his rattan, as he went. The 
coal-digger was abrupt and distant in his 
greeting, going straight to business. 

“T will keep yoh only a minute, Mr. 
Holmes” 

“ Stephen,” corrected Holmes. 

The old man’s face oe 

“ Stephen, then,” holding out his hand, 
“sence old times dawn’t shame yoh, Ste- 
phen. That’s hearty, now. It’s only a 
wured I want, but it ’s immediate. Con- 
cernin’ Joe Yare,— Lois’s father, yoh 
know? He ’s back.” 

“Back? I saw him to-day, following 
me inthe mill. His hairis gray? I think 
it was he.” 

“No doubt. Yes, he ’s aged fast, 
down in the lock-up; goin’ fast to the 
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end. Feeble, pore-like. It’s a bad life, 
Joe Yare’s; I wish ’n’ ’t would be better 
to the end” 

He stopped with a wistful look at 
Holmes, who stood outwardly attentive, 
but with little thought to waste on Joe 
Yare. The old coal-digger drummed on 
the fire-plug uneasily. 

“ Myself, ’t was for Lois’s sake I thowt 
on it. To speak plain, —yoh ‘ll mind 
that Stokes affair, th’ note Yare brought ? 
Yes? Ther’ ’s none knows o’ that but 
yoh an’ me. He’s safe, Yare is, only fur 
yoh an’ me. Yoh speak the wured an’ 
back he goes to the lock-up. Fur life. 
D’ yoh see?” 

“T see.” 

“ He ’s tryin’ to do right, Yare is.” 

The old man went on, trying not to 
be eager, and watching Holmes’s face. 

“He ’s tryin’. Sendin’ him back — 
yoh know how that ’ll end. Seems like 
as we ‘d his soul in our hands. S'pose, 
—what d’ yoh think, if we give him a 
chance ? It’s yoh he fears. I see him 
a-watchin’ yoh; what @’ yoh think, if we 
give him a chance ?” catching Holmes’s 
sleeve. “ He’s old, an’ he’s tryin’. Heh?” 

Holmes smiled. 

“We did n’t make the law he broke. 
Justice before mercy. Have n’t I heard 
you talk to Sam in that way, long ago ?” 

The old man loosened his hold of 
Holmes’s arm, looked up and down the 
street, uncertain, disappointed. 

“The law. Yes. That’s richt! Yoh’re 
a just man, Stephen Holmes.” 

“ And yet?” —— 

“Yes. I dun’no’. Law ’s right, but 
Yare ’s had a bad chance, an’ he’s tryin’. 
An’ we ’re sendin’ him to hell. Some- 
thin’’s wrong. But I think yoh’re a just 
man,” looking keenly in Holmes’s face. 

“ A hard one, people say,” said Holmes, 
after a pause, as they walked on. 

He had spoken half to himself, and re- 
ceived no answer. Some blacker shadow 
troubled him than old Yare’s fate. 

“My mother was a hard woman, — 
you knew her?” he said, abruptly. 

“She was just, like yoh. She was one 
o’ th’ elect, she said. Mercy ’s fur them, 
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—an’ outside, justice. It ’s a narrer 
showin’, I ’m thinkin’.” 

“ My father was outside,” said Holmes, 
some old bitterness rising up in his tone, 
his gray eye lighting with some unre- 
venged wrong, 

Polston did not speak for a moment. 

“ Dunnot bear malice agin her. They’re 
dead, now. It was n’t left fur her to judge 
him out yonder. Yoh ’ve yer father’s 
eyes, Stephen, ‘times. Hungry, pitiful, 
like women’s. His got desper’t’ ’t th’ 
last. Drunk hard,—died of ’t, yoh know. 
But she killed him, —th’ sin was writ 
down fur her. Never was a boy I loved 
like him, when we was boys.” 

There was a short silence. 

** Yoh ’re like yer mother,” said Polston, 
striving for a lighter tone. “ Here,” — 
motioning to the heavy iron jaws. “ She 
never—let go. Somehow, too, she ’d 
the law on her side in outward show- 
in’, an’ th’ right. But I hated religion, 
knowin’ her. Well, ther’ ’s a day of mak- 
in’ things clear, comin’.” 

They had reached the corner now, 
and Polston turned down the lane. 

“Yoh ‘ll think o’ Yare’s case?” he 
said. 

“ Yes. But how can I help it,” 
Holmes said, lightly, “if I am like my 
mother here ?”— putting his hand to his 
mouth. 

“God help us, how can yoh? It ’s 
harrd to think father and mother leave 
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their souls fightin’ in their childern, cos 
th’ love was wantin’ to make them one 
here.” 

Something glittered along the street as 
he spoke: the silver mountings of a low- 
hung phaéton drawn by a pair of Mex- 
ican ponies. One or two gentlemen on 
horseback were alongside, attendant on a 
lady within. She turned her fair face, 
and pale, greedy eyes, as she passed, and 
lifted her hand languidly in recognition 
of Holmes. Polston’s face colored. 

“T ’ve heered,” he said, holding out 
his grimy hand. “I wish yoh well, 
Stephen, boy. So ’ll the old ‘oman. 
Yoh ’Il come an’ see us, soon? Ye ’r’ look- 
in’ fagged, an’ yer eyes is gettin’ more like 
yer father’s. I ’m glad things is takin’ 
a good turn with yoh; an’ yoh ‘ll never 
be like him, starvin’ fur th’ kind wured, 
an’ havin’ to die without it. I ’m glad 
yoh ’ve got true love. She ’d a fair face, 
Ithink. I wish yoh well, Stephen.” 

Holmes shook the grimy hand, and then 
stood a moment looking back to the mill, 
from which the hands were just coming, 
and then down at the phaéton moving 
idly down the road. How cold it was 
growing! People passing by had a sick- 
ly look, as if they were struck by the 
plague. He pushed the damp hair back, 
wiping his forehead, with another glance 
at the mill-women coming out of the gate, 
and then followed the phaéton down the 
hill. 


HEALTH IN THE 


Iy preparing to do the duty of society 
towards the wounded or sick soldier, the 
first consideration is, What is a Military 
Hospital ? No two nations seem to have 
answered this question in the same way ; 
yet it is a point of the first importance to 
them all. 

When England went to war last time, 
after a peace of forty years, the only idea 
in the minds of her military surgeons was 
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of Regimental Hospitals. There was to 
be a place provided as an infirmary for a 
certain number of soldiers ; a certain num- 
ber of orderlies were to be appointed as 
nurses ; and the regimental doctor and 
hospital-sergeant were to have the charge 
of the inmates. In each of these Regi- 
mental Hospitals there might be patients 
ill of a great variety of disorders, from 
the gravest to the lightest, all to be treat- 
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ed by the same doctor or doctors. These 
doctors had to make out statements of all 
the diets, as well as all the medicines re- 
quired by their patients, and send in their 
requisitions ; and it might be said that ar- 
rangements had to be separately made for 
every individual patient in the whole ar- 
my. ‘The doctors went to work each in 
his own way, even in the case of epidem- 
ics. There was no knowing, except by 
guess, what diseases were the most to be 
apprehended in particular places or cir- 
cumstances; nor what remarkable phe- 
nomena of disease were showing them- 
selves on any extended scale; nor what 
improvements could be suggested in the 
treatment. There was no possibility of 
such systematic cleanliness and such ab- 
solute regularity of management as can 
be secured by organization on a large 
scale. Yet the medical officers preferred 
the plan to any other. One plea was, that 
the medical officers and the patients were 
acquainted with and attached to each oth- 
er: and this was very true. Another con- 
sideration was, that each surgeon liked 
to have his field of duty to himself, and 
found it an advantage to have a large 
yariety of ailments to treat, to the con- 
stant improvement of his experience. 
They said that doctors and patients and 
nurses all liked the Regimental Hospi- 
tal best, and this was clear proof that it 
was the best. They could at that time 
say also, that every soldier and every 
doctor had a horror of General Hospi- 
tals, where the mortality was so exces- 
sive during the Peninsular War that be- 
ing carried to the General Hospital was 
considered the same thing as being sen- 
tenced to death. 

Such being the state of opinion and 
feeling in the profession, it naturally hap- 
pened that British army-surgeons stuck 
to their Regimental Hospitals as long as 
they could, and, when compelled to co- 
operate in a General Hospital, made the 
institution as like as possible to a group 
of Regimental Hospitals,— resisting all 
effective organization, and baffling all the 
aims of the larger institution. 

In busy times, no two Regimental Hos- 
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pitals were alike in their management, 
because the scheme was not capable of 
expansion. The surgeon and his hospi- 
tal-sergeant managed everything. The 
surgeon saw and treated the cases, and 
made out his lists of articles wanted. It 
was his proper business to keep the books, 
—to record the admissions, and make the 
returns, and keep the accounts, and post 
up all the documents: but professional 
men do not like this sort of work, when 
they want to be treating disease ; and the 
books were too often turned over to the 
hospital-sergeant. His indispensable busi- 
ness was to superintend the wards, and 
the attendance on the patients, the giving 
them their medicines, ete., which most of 
us would think enough for one man: but 
he had besides to keep up the military 
discipline in the establishment,— to pre- 
pare the materials for the surgeon’s duty 
at the desk,—to take charge of all the 
orders for the diet of all the patients, and 
see them fulfilled, —to keep the record 
of all the provisions ordered and used in 
every department,— and to take charge 
of the washing, the hospital stores, the fur- 
niture, the surgery, and the dispensary. 
In short, the hospital-sergeant had to be 
at once ward-master, steward, dispenser, 
sergeant, clerk, and purveyor ; and, as 
no man can be a six-sided oflicial, more 
or fewer of his duties were deputed to 
the orderly, or to anybody within call. 

Nobody could dispute the superior econ- 
omy and comfort of having a concentra- 
tion of patients arranged in the wards 
according to their ailments, with a gen- 
eral kitchen, a general laundry, a dispen- 
sary and surgery, and a staff’ of officials, 
each with his own distinct business, in- 
stead of as many jacks-of-all-trades, each 
doing a little of everything. Yet the ob- 
stinacy of the fight made by the surgeons 
for the system of Regimental Hospitals 
was almost insuperable. There was no 
desire on any hand to abolish their hos- 
pitals, which must always be needed for 
slight, and also for immediately pressing 
cases. What was asked of them was to 
give way when epidemics, or a sudden 
influx of wounded, or protracted cases 
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put a greater strain upon the system than 
it would bear. 

The French, meantime, had three sorts 
of hospitals, — the Divisional ones coming 
between the Regimental and the Gener- 
al. Only the very slightest cases ever 
enter their Regimental Hospital ; those 
which may last weeks are referred to 
the Divisional; and those which may last 
months, with prospect of recovery, to the 
General Hospital. The Sardinian plan 
was nearly the same. The Russians had 
Divisional Hospitals at various stations; 
and all cases were carried to them. 

The Regimental Hospitals are wher- 
ever the regiments are. The advantage 
is, that aid can be immediately rendered, 
— not only in case of wounds, but of chol- 
era, in which it is desirable to lay a pa- 
tient down in the nearest bed to which he 
can be conveyed. The disadvantages are 
the hap-hazard quality of the site, the ab- 
sence of quiet and seclusion, and the lia- 
bility of being near the scene of conflict. 
These things cause the French to prefer 
the Divisional Hospital, which, while still 
within reach, is set farther back from the 
force, in a picked situation, and managed 
on a large scale and with nicer exacti- 
tude. 

The General Hospital is understood to 
be at the base of operations: and this sup- 
poses, as a part of its organization, a 
system of transport, not only good of its 
kind, but adequate to any demands con- 
sequent on a great battle, or the spread 
of an epidemic in the camp. The nearer 
the hospital is to the active force, the bet- 
ter, of course; but there are conditions 
to be fulfilled first. It must be safe from 
the enemy. It must be placed in a per- 
manent station. It must be on a good 
road, and within immediate reach of mar- 
kets. If ought also to be on the way 
home, for the sake of the incurable or 
the incapacitated who must be sent home. 

In the Regimental Hospital, the sur- 
geon may be seen going from the man 
who has lost a finger to a fever patient, — 
and then to one who has ophthalmia, — 
passing on to a fellow raving in delirium 
tremens, — next to whom is a sufferer un- 
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der bronchitis, who will not be allowed to 
go out of doors for weeks to come ; and if 
half a dozen are brought in with cholera 
in the course of the day, the officials do 
not know which way to turn. It is possi- 
ble that the surgeon may be found making 
starch over the kitchen fire, because there 
is nobody at hand who understands how 
to make starched bandages; or he may 
be at the desk, casting up columns of fig- 
ures, or writing returns, when he is ur- 
gently wanted at the bedside. Such 
things can hardly happen now; but they 
have happened within ten years. The 
Russians, meantime, would be carrying 
all manner of patients to one of their hos- 
pital-stations,— each sufferer to the hos- 
pital of his own division. The French 
would leave the men with scratches and 
slight diarrhoea and delirium tremens in 
the Regimental Hospital,— would send 
the fever and bronchitis and scorbutie pa- 
tients to the Divisional,—and any grave- 
ly wounded, or rheumatic, or other very 
long cases to the General Hospital at the 
base of operations. 

Such arrangements, however, are of no 
use, if the last be not so organized as to 
render it fit to supply what the others 
cannot give, and to answer purposes which 
the others cannot even propose. 

When doctors and soldiers alike shud- 
dered at the mention of the General Hos- 
pital as a necessary institution at or near 
the seat of war, they were thinking of 
what they had seen or heard of during 
the Peninsular Campaigns. There were 
such infirmaries wherever there was a 
line of march in Spain; and they seem- 
ed to be allalike. Tospital gangrene set 
in among the wounded, and fever among 
the sick, so that the soldiers said, ‘* To send 
a poor fellow to the hospital is to send 
him to death.” Yet there was nothing 
else to be done ; for it was impossible to 
treat the seriously sick and wounded at 
the spot where they fell. During that 
war, nearly twice the number which com- 
posed the army passed through the hos- 
pitals every year; and of these there 
were known deaths to the amount of thir- 
teen thousand five hundred; and thou- 
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sands more were never the same men 
again. When the case was better under- 
stood,—as during the last year in the 
Crimea,— the mortality in the hospitals 
barely exceeded that of the Guards in 
their barracks at home! Recovery had 
become the rule, and death a remarka- 
ble event. General Hospitals had come 
to surpass all other means of curing pa- 
tients, while fulfilling their own peculiar 
service to society through new genera- 
tions. 

What are the functions of General 
Hospitals, besides curing the sick and 
wounded ? some readers may ask, who 
have never particularly attended to the 
subject. 

The first business of such institutions 
is undoubtedly to restore as many as pos- 
sible of the sufferers brought into them: 
and this includes the duty of bringing in 
the patients in the most favorable way, 
receiving them in an orderly and quiet 
manner, doctoring, nursing, feeding, cloth- 
ing, and cleaning them, keeping their 
minds composed and cheerful, and their 
manners creditable, promoting their con- 
valescence, and dismissing them in a state 
of comfort as to equipment. This is the 
first duty, in its many subdivisions. The 
next is to obviate, as far as possible, 
future disease in any army. The third 
grows out of this. It is to improve the 
science of the existing generation by a 
full use of the peculiar opportunities of 
observation afforded by the crop of sick- 
ness and wounds yielded by an army in 
action. To take these in their reverse 
order. 

There must be much to learn from any 
great assemblage of sickness, under cir- 
cumstances which can be fully ascertain- 
ed, even at home,—and much more in a 
foreign climate. The medical body of 
every nation has very imperfect knowl- 
edge of classes and modifications of dis- 
eases ; so that one of the strongest desires 
of the most learned physicians is for an 
improved classification and constantly im- 
proving nomenclature of diseases; and 
hospital-records afford the most direct 
way to this knowledge. Thus, while the 
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phenomena are frittered away among 
Regimental or unorganized General Hos- 
pitals, a well-kept record in each well- 
organized hospital will do more than all 
other means to promote the scientific un- 
derstanding of disease. 

The statistics of disease in armies, the 
ascertainment of the numbers who sick- 
en and who die of particular diseases, 
would save more lives in future genera- 
tions than can be now appreciated ; but 
what can the regimental surgeon do to- 
wards furnishing any trustworthy mate- 
rials to such an inquiry ? A dozen doc- 
tors, with each his smattering of patients, 
can learn and teach but little while they 
work apart: whereas a regular system 
of inquiry and record, in action where 
the sick are brought in in battalions, is 
the best possible agency. Not only are 
these objects lost when surgeons are al- 
lowed to make the great hospital a mere 
receptacle for a cluster of small and des- 
ultory hospitals, but the advantages of a 
broad study of diseases and their treat- 
ment are lost. Inestimable facts of treat- 
ment are learned by watching, at the 
same time and in the same place, a ward 
full of patients ill of the same disease. 
People of all countries know this by the 
special learning which their physicians 
obtain in large civil hospitals: and the 
same thing happens in military hospi- 
tals, with the additional advantage that 
the information and improved art tend 
to the special safety of the future soldiery, 
in whatever climate they may be called 
on to serve. 

There has long been some general no- 
tion of the duty of army-surgeons to re- 
cord what they saw in foreign campaigns; 
but no benefit has been reaped till of late. 
The works of French field-surgzeons have 
long been justly celebrated; but I do not 
know that in the statistics and the no- 
menclature of disease they have done 
much more than others. The English 
surgeons carried or sent home in 1810 
a mass of papers about the Walcheren 
fever, and afterwards of the diseases of 
the Peninsular force: but the Director- 
General of the Medical Department con- 
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sidered such a bulk of records trouble- 
some, and ordered them to be burnt! 
Such an act will never be perpetrated 
again: but directors will have a more 
manageable mass of documents to deal 
with henceforth. With a regular system 
of record, at a central station of observa- 
tion, much more may be done with much 
less fatigue to all parties. 

But how is it to be done? may well 
be asked. In the hurry and confusion 
of a war, and amidst the pressure of hun- 
dreds of new cases in a day, what can 
the surgeons of the hospital be expected 
to do for science, or even for the improve- 
ment of medical and surgical practice ?— 
The answer is seen in the new arrange- 
ments in England, where a statistical 
branch has been established in the Army 
Medical Department. Of course, no one 
but the practising surgeon or physician 
can furnish the pathological facts in each 
individual case; but this is what every 
active and earnest practitioner does al- 
ways and everywhere, when he sees rea- 
son for it. His note-book or hospital- 
journal provides that raw material which 
the statistical department is to arrange 
and utilize. The result will be that a 
flood of light will be cast on matters af- 
fecting the health and life of soldiers and 
other men, in regard to which we might 
have gone on groping for centuries among 
the confusion of regimental records, with- 
out getting what we wanted. As to the 
method of proceeding, I may have some- 
thing to say farther on. Meantime, we 
must turn to the primary object of the 
institution of the Military Hospital, — 
the cure of the wounded and sick of the 
army. 

In the case of active war, foreign or 
civil, the General Hospital is usually an 
extemporized establishment, the build- 
ing a makeshift, and the arrangements 
such as the building will admit. In 
Spain, the British obtained any houses 
they could get; and the soldiers were 
sometimes crowded into half a dozen of 
them in one town. In the last war, the 
great buildings at Scutari were engaged 
three months before they were wanted 
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for extensive use; so that there was 
plenty of time for making them clean, 
airy, warm, and commodious, and for stor- 
ing them with all conveniences. This 
was not done; and the failure and its 
consequences afford a lesson by which 
every people engaged in war should 
profit. A mere outline of what was not 
done at Scutari may be an indication of 
what should be done with all convenient 
speed elsewhere. 

There was a cateut manufactory close 
at hand, which filled the neighborhood 
with stench. Half a dozen dead dogs 
festered under the windows in the sun; 
and a dead horse lay in the aqueduct for 
six weeks. The drain-pipes within the 
building were obstructed and had burst, 
spreading their contents over the floors 
and walls. The sloping boarded divans 
in the wards, used for sleeping-places, 
were found, after the building became 
crowded, to be a cover for a vast accu- 
mulation of dead rats, old rags, and the 
dust of years. Like all large stone build- 
ings in the East, it was intolerably cold 
in winter, with its stagnant air, its filthy 
damps, and its vaultings and chill floors. 
This wonderful building was very grand- 
ly reported of to England, for its size 
and capacity, its imposing character, and 
so forth; and the English congratulated 
themselves on the luek of the wounded 
in having such a hospital. Yet, in the 
next January, fourteen hundred and 
eighty were carried out dead. 

It appears that nobody knew how to 
go to work. Everybody writes to some- 
body else to advise them to “ observe”; 
and there are so many assurances that ev- 
erybody means to “observe,” that there 
seems to have been no leisure to effect 
anything. One thinks that this, that, or 
the other should be attended to; and an- 
other states that the matter is under con- 
sideration. It was some weeks before 
anybody got so far in definiteness as to 
propose whitewash. Somebody under- 
stood that somebody else was intending 
to have the corridors scoured; and repre- 
sentations were to be made to the Turkish 
authorities about getting the drain-pipes 
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mended. The Turkish authorities wished 
to employ their own workmen in putting 
in the stoves; and on the 18th of Decem- 
ber the responsible British officer hoped 
the stoves would be put up immediate- 
ly, but could not be certain, as Turkish 
workmen were in question. This was a 
month after large companies of wounded 
and sick had been sent in from the seat 
of war. Even then, nothing had been 
done for ventilation, or, on any sufficient 
scale, for putting the poor sufferers com- 
fortably to bed. 

These things confirm the necessity of a 
regulated codperation between the sani- 
tary, the medical, and the military offi- 
cers of an army. The sanitary oflicer 
should be secure of the services of engi- 
neers enough to render the hospital, as 
well as the camp, safely habitable. As 
soon as any building is taken possession 
of for a hospital, men and their tools 
should be at command for exploring the 
drains and making new ones,— for coy- 
ering or filling up ditches, — for clearing 
and purifying the water-courses, and lead- 
ing in more water, if needed,—for remoy- 
ing all nuisances for a suflicient distance 
round, — and for improving to the utmost 
the means of access to the house. There 
must be ventilating spaces in the roof, 
and in the upper part of all the wards 
and passages. Every vaulted space, or 
other receptacle of stagnant air, should 
have a current established through it. 
All decaying w6od in the building should 
be removed, and any portion ingrained 
with dirt should be planed clean. <A 
due water-supply should be carried up 
to every story, and provided for the bath- 
rooms, the wash-houses, and the kitchen. 
Every edifice in America is likely to be 
already furnished with means of warmth ; 
and the soldiers are probably in no dan- 
ger of shivering over the uncertain prom- 
ise of stoves on the 18th of December. 

Next comes the consideration of store- 
places, which can be going forward while 
busy hands are cleaning every inch of 
ceiling, walls, floors, and windows within. 
There must be sheds and stables for the 
transport service; and a surgery and 
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dispensary planned with a view to the 
utmost saving of time and trouble, so that 
medicines and utensils may be within 
reach and view, and the freest access al- 
lowed to applicants. The kitchens must 
have the best stoves and boilers, dressers 
and scales, and apparatus of every kind 
that is known to the time ; for more lives 
depend on perfect food being adminis- 
tered with absolute punctuality than upon 
any medical treatment. There must be 
large and abundant and airy store-places 
for the provisions, and also for such stocks 
of linen and bedding as perhaps nobody 
ever dreamed of before the Crimean 
War. 

The fatal notions of Regimental Hos- 
pital management caused infinite misery 
at Scutari. In entering the Regimental 
Hospital, the soldier carries his kit, or 
can step into his quarters for it: and the 
regulations, therefore, suppose him to be 
supplied with shirts and stockings, towel 
and soap, brushes and comb. ‘This sup- 
position was obstinately persevered in at 
Scutari, till private charity had shamed 
the authorities into providing for the 
men’s wants. When the wounded were 
brought from the Alma, embarked on 
crowded transports straight from the bat- 
tle-field, how could they bring their kits ? 
Miss Nightingale, and benevolent visitors 
from England, bought up at Constanti- 
nople, and obtained from home, vast sup- 
plies of body- and bed-linen, towels, ba- 
sins, and water-cans; and till they did 
so, the poor patients lay on a single blan- 
ket or coarse canvas sheet, in their one 
shirt, perhaps soaked in blood and dirt. 
There were some stores in the hospital, 
though not enough; and endless difficul- 
ty was made about granting them, lest 
any man should have brought his kit, 
and thus have a double supply. Amidst 
the emergencies of active war, it seems 
to be an obvious provision that every 
General Hospital should have in store, 
with ample bedding, body-linen enough 
for as many patients as can occupy the 
beds, —the consideration being kept in 
view, that, where the sick and wounded 
are congregated, more frequent changes 
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of linen are necesssary than under any 
other circumstances. 

The excellent and devoted managers 
of the hospitals of the Union army need 
no teaching as to the daily administra- 
tion of the affairs of the wards. They 
will never have to do and dare the things 
that Miss Nightingale had to decide up- 
on, because they have happily had the 
privilege of arranging their hospitals on 
their own principles. They will not 
know the exasperation of seeing sufferers 
crowded together on a wooden divan 
(with an under-stratum of dead rats and 
rotting rags) while there is an out-house 
full of bedsteads laid up in store under 
lock and key. Not being disposed to ac- 
quiesce in such a state of things, and fail- 
ing in all attempts to get at the authority 
which had charge of the locked door, 
Miss Nightingale called to an orderly or 
two, and commanded them to break open 
the door. They stared; but she said she 
assumed the responsibility ; and present- 
ly there were as many men in bed as 
there were bedsteads. Her doctrine and 
practice have always been, — instant and 
silent obedience to medical and disciplina- 
ry orders, without any qualification what- 
ever; and by her example and _ teach- 
ing in this respect she at length overcame 
the jealousy and prejudices of authorities, 
medical and military: but in such a case 
as the actual presence of necessaries for 
the sick, sent out by Government or by 
private charity for their use, she claimed 
the benefit, and helped her patients to it, 
when there was no other obstruction in 
the way than forms and rules never meant 
to apply to the case. 

What the jealousy was appeared through 
very small incidents. A leading medical 
officer declared, in giving evidence, that 
the reason why the patients’ meals were 
sometimes served late and cold, or half- 
cooked, was, that Miss Nightingale and 
her nurses were forever in the way in 
the general kitchen, keeping the cooks 
from the fire: whereas the fact was, that 
neither Miss Nightingale nor any nurse 
had ever entered the general kitchen, on 
any occasion whatever. Their way was 
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to have a kitchen of their own. The 
very idea of that kitchen was savory in 
the wards; for out of it came, always at 
the right moment, arrowroot, hot and of 
the pleasantest consistence, —rice pud- 
dings, neither hard on the one hand nor 
clammy on the other,— cool lemonade for 
the feverish, cans full of hot tea for the 
weary, and good coffee for the faint. 
When the sinking sufferer was lying with 
closed eyes, too feeble to make moan or 
sign, the hospital spoon was put between 
his lips, with the mouthful of strong broth 
or hot wine which rallied him till the 
watchful nurse came round again. The 
meat from that kitchen was tenderer than 
any other ; the beef-tea was more savory. 
One thing that came out of it was a les- 
son on the saving of good cookery. The 
mere circumstance of the boiling water 
being really boiling there made a differ- 
ence of two ounces of rice in every four 
puddings, and of more than half the ar- 
rowroot used. The same quantity of ar- 
rowroot which made a pint, thin and poor, 
in the general kitchen, made two pints, 
thick and good, in Miss Nightingale’s. 
Then there was the difference in read- 
iness and punctuality. Owing to cum- 
brous forms and awkward rules, the or- 
derlies charged with the business were 
running round almost all day about the 
food for their wards; and the patients 
were disgusted with it at last. There 
were endless orders and details, whenever 
the monotonous regular diet was departed 
from ; whereas the establishment of sev- 
eral regular diets, according to the classi- 
fications in the wards, would have simpli- 
fied matters exceedingly. When every- 
thing for dysentery patients, or for fever 
patients, or for certain classes of wound- 
ed was called “extra diet,” there were 
special forms to be gone through, and 
orders and contradictions given, which 
threw everything into confusion, under 
the name of discipline. The authority 
of the ward would allow some extra, — 
butter, for instance ; and then a higher 
authority, seeing the butter, and not 
knowing how it came there, would throw 
it out of the window, as “spoiling the 
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men.” Between getting the orders, and 
getting the meat and extras, and the mu- 
tual crowding of the messengers, some of 
the dinners were not put on the fire till 
an hour or two after the fainting patient 
should have had his meal: and then, of 
course, he could not take it. The cold 
mutton-chop with its opaque fat, the beef 
with its caked gravy, the arrowroot stiff 
and glazed, all untouched, might be seen 
by the bedsides in the afternoons, while 
the patients were lying back, sinking for 
want of support. Probably the dinners 
had been brought up on a tray, cooling 
all the way up-stairs and along the corri- 
dors; and when brought in, there was 
the cutting up, in full view of the intend- 
ed eaters, — sometimes on the orderly’s 
own bed, when the tables were occupied. 
Under such a system, what must it have 
been to see the quick and quiet nurses en- 
ter, as the clock struck, with their hot-wa- 
ter tins, hot morsels ready-cut, hot plates, 
bright knife and fork and spoon, — and 
all ready for instant eating! This was 
a strong lesson to those who would learn ; 
and in a short time there was a great 
change for the better. The patients who 
were able to sit at table were encouraged 
to rise, and dress, and dine in cheerful 
company, and at the proper hour. It 
was discovered, that, if an alternation was 
provided of soups, puddings, fish, poul- 
try, and vegetables, with the regular beef 
dinner, the great mass of trouble about 
extras was swept away at once ; for these 
varieties met every case in hospital ex- 
cept the small number which required 
slops and cordials, or something very un- 
usual. By this clearance, time was saved 
to such an extent that punctuality be- 
came possible, and the refusal of food al- 
most ceased. 

All these details point to the essential 
badness of the system of requisitions. In 
the old days, when war was altogether a 
mass of formalities, — and in peace times, 
when soldiers and their guardians had 
not enough to do, and it was made an 
object and employment to save the na- 
tional property by hedging round all ex- 
penditure of that property with difficul- 
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ties, the system of requisitions might suit 
the period and the parties. Amidst the 
rapid action and sharp emergencies of 
war it is out of place. It was found in- 
tolerable that nothing whatever could be 
had, — not a dose of medicine, nor a 
candle, nor a sheet, nor a spoon or dish, 
nor a bit of soap,— without a series of per- 
mits, and applications, and orders, and 
vouchers, which frittered away the pre- 
cious hours, depressed the sick, worried 
their nurses, and wasted more of money's 
worth in official time, paper, and expen- 
sive cross-purposes than could possibly 
have been saved by all the ostentatious 
vigilance of the method. The deck-loads 
of vegetables at Balaklava, thrown over- 
board because they were rotten before 
they were drawn, were not the only 
stores wasted for want of being asked for. 
When the Scutari hospitals had become 
healthy and comfortable, there was a thor- 
ough opening-out of all the stores which 
had before been made inaccessible by 
forms. No more bedsteads, no more lime- 
juice, no more rice, no more beer, no 
more precious medicines were then lock- 
ed away, out of the reach or the knowl- 
edge of those who were dying, or seeing 
others die, for want of them. 

One miserable consequence of the 
cumbrous method was, that there was no 
certainty at any hour of some essential 
commodity not falling short. It would 
have been a dismal day for the most suf- 
fering of the patients when there was not 
fuel enough to cook “ extras,” if Miss 
Nightingale had not providently bought 
four boat-loads of wood to meet such a 
contingency. It was a dreadful night in 
the hospital, when, as cholera patients 
were brought in by the score, the sur- 
geons found there were no candles to be 
had. In that disease, of all maladies, 
they had to tend their patients in the 
dark all night; and a more shocking 
scene can scarcely be conceived. 

Every great influx of patients was ter- 
rible, whether from an epidemic or after 
a battle; but experience and devoted- 
ness made even this comparatively easy 
before 'the troops turned homewards. 
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The arrival of a transport was, perhaps, 
the first intimation of the earlier battles. 
Then all was hurry-skurry in the hospi- 
tals ; everybody was willing to help, but 
the effectual organization was not yet 
ready. 

Of every hundred on board the trans- 
port, an average of ten had died since 
leaving the Crimea. The names and 
causes of death of these men ought to be 
recorded ; but the surgeons of the trans- 
port are wholly occupied in despatching 
their living charge to the hospital; and 
the surgeons there have enough to do in 
receiving them. Attempts are made to 
obtain the number and names and in- 
juries of the new patients: there may or 
may not be a list furnished from the 
ship; and the hospital surgeons inquire 
from bed to bed: but in such a scene 
mistakes are sure to arise; and it was 
found, in fact, that there was always more 
or less variation between the numbers 
recorded as received or dead and the 
proper number. No one could wonder 
at this who had for a moment looked up- 
on the scene. The poor fellows just ar- 
rived had perhaps not had their clothes 
off since they were wounded or were 
seized with cholera, and they were steep- 
ed in blood and filth, and swarming with 
vermin. To obtain shirts and towels was 
hard work, because it had to be proved 
that they brought none with them. They 
were laid on the floor in the corridors, as 
close as they could be packed, thus breath- 
ing and contaminating the air which was 
to have refreshed the wards within. If 
laid upon so-called sheets, they entreated 
that the sheets might be taken away ; for 
they were of coarse canvas, intolerable 
to the skin. Before the miserable com- 
pany could be fed, made clean, and treat- 
ed by the surgeons, many were dead; 
and a too large proportion were never to 
leave the place more, though struggling 
for a time with death. It was amidst such 
a scene that Florence Nightingale refus- 
ed to despair of five men so desperately 
wounded as to be set aside by the sur- 
geons. The surgeons were right. As 
they said, their time was but too little for 
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the cases which were not hopeless. And 
Florence Nightingale was right in find- 
ing time, if she could, to sce whether 
there was really no chance. She ascer- 
tained that these five were absolutely 
given over; and she and her assistants 
managed to attend to them through the 
night. She cleaned and comforted them, 
and had spoonfuls of nourishment ready 
whenever they could be swallowed. By 
the morning round of the surgeons, these 
men were ready to be operated upon ; 
and they were all saved. 

It would have been easier work at a 
later period. Before many months were 
over, the place was ready for any num- 
ber to be received in peace and quiet- 
ness. Instead of being carried from one 
place to another, because too many had 
been sent to one hospital and too few to 
another, the poor fellows were borne in 
the shortest and easiest way from the 
boat to their beds. They were found 
eager for cleanliness ; and presently they 
were clean accordingly, and lying on a 
good bed, between clean, soft sheets. 
They did not come in scorbutic, like their 
predecessors ; and they had no reason to 
dread hospital gangrene or fever. Every 
floor and every pane in the windows was 
clean; and the air came in pure from 
the wide, empty corridors. There was 
a change of linen whenever it was desir- 
ed; and the shirts came back from the 
wash perfectly sweet and fresh. The 
cleaning of the wards was done in the 
mornings, punctually, quickly, quietly, 
and thoroughly. The doctors came round, 
attended by a nurse who received the 
orders, and was afterwards steady in the 
fulfilment of them. The tables of the 
medicines of the day were hung up in 
the ward; and the nurse went round to 
administer them with her own hand. 
Where she was, there was order and 
quietness all day, and the orderlies were 
worth twice as much as before the wom- 
en came. Their manners were better; 
and they gave their minds more to their 
business. The nurse found time to suit 
each patient who wished it with a book 
or a newspaper, when gifts of that sort 
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arrived from England. Kind visitors sat 
by the beds to write letters for the patients, 
undertaking to see the epistles forwarded 
to England. When the invalids became 
able to rise for dinner, it was a turning- 
point in their case ; and they were soon 
getting into the apartment where there 
were games and books and meetings of 
old comrades. As I have said before, 
those who died at these hospitals were 
finally scarcely more than those who 
died in—not the hospitals—but the bar- 
racks of the Guards at home. 

What were the changes in organization 
needed to produce such a regeneration 
as this ? 

They were such as must appear to 
Americans very simple and easy. The 
wonder will be rather that they were 
necessary at last than that they should 
have been effected with any difficulty. 
But Americans have never known what 
it is to have a standing army as a long- 
established and prominent national insti- 
tution; and they can therefore hardly 
conceive of the strength of the class- 
spirit which grows up in the various de- 
partments of the military organization. 
This jealousy, egotism, and stiffness of 
prejudice were much aggravated by the 
long peace, in which a great rusting of 
the apparatus of the system took place, 
without at all impairing the complacency 
of those who formed a part of it. The 
old medical officers were incapable, pe- 
dantic, and jealous; and no proper rela- 
tion had ever been established between 
them and the military authorities. The 
imbecility of the system cost the lives of 
others than the soldiers who died in hos- 
pital. Brave men arose, as in all such 
crises, to bear the consequences of other 
men’s mistakes, and the burden of expos- 
ing them; and several physicians and 
surgeons died, far from home, in the effort 
to ameliorate a system which they found 
unworkable. The greatest benefactor in 
exhibiting evils and suggesting remedies, 
Dr. Alexander, lived to return home, and 
instigate reforms, and receive the honors 
which were his due; but he soon sank 
under the consequences of his labors. 
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So did Lord Herbert, the Secretary of 
War, to whom, in conjunction with Miss 
Nightingale, the British army, at home, 
in India, and everywhere, owes its re- 
demption from special sickness and undue 
mortality. In America the advantages 
may be enjoyed without tax or drawback. 
The citizens are accustomed to organize 
themselves for action of all sorts; and 
no stiff-necked classes stand in the way 
of good management. The difliculty in 
America must rather be to understand 
how anything so perverse as the manage- 
ment of British military hospitals ten years 
ago can have existed to so late a date. 

It was supposed, ten years since, that 
there must be nine separate departments 
in every Military General Hospital, and 
the officials bore titles accordingly ; but 
there was such an odd confusion in their 
functions that every one of the nine was 
often seen doing the business of some oth- 
er. The medical officers were drawing 
corks and tasting wines and inspecting 
provisions, when they should have been 
by the bedside. The purveyor was count- 
ing the soldiers’ money, and noting its 
amount, when he should have been mar- 
keting, or ordering the giving out of the 
provisions for the day. The paymaster 
could scarcely find time to discharge the 
bills, so much was his day filled up with 
doing eternal sums about the stoppages 
in the pay of the patients. There were 
thirteen kinds of stoppages in the army, 
three of which were for the sick in hos- 
pital: the paymaster could never be quite 
certain that he had reckoned rightly with 
every man to the last penny; the men 
were never satisfied; and the confusion 
was endless. The commissariat, the pur- 
veyor, and the paymaster were all kept 
waiting to get their books made up, while 
soldiers were working the sums, — being 
called from their proper business to help 
about the daily task of the stoppages. 
Why there should not be one uniform 
stoppage out of the pay of men in hos- 
pital no person of modern ideas could 
see; and the paymaster’s toils would have 
been lessened by more than one-half, if 
he had had to reckon the deduction from 
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the patients’ pay at threepence or four- 
pence each, all round, instead of having 
to deal with thousands per day individu- 
ally, under three kinds of charge upon 
the pay. 

The commandant’s post was the hard- 
est, — he being supposed to control every 
province, and have every official under 
his orders, and yet being powerless in re- 
gard to two or three departments, the 
business of which he did not understand. 
The officers of those departments went 
each his own way ; and all unity of action 
in the establishment was lost. This is 
enough to say of the old methods. 

In the place of them, a far simpler sy+ 
tem was proposed at the end of the war. 
The eternal dispute as to whether the 
commandant should be military or medi- 
eal, a soldier or a civilian, was set aside 
by the decision that he should be simply 
the ablest administrator that could be 
found, and be called the Governor, to 
avoid the military title. Why there should 
be any military management of men who 
are sick as men, and not as soldiers, it is 
difficult to see ; and when the patients are 
about to leave the hospital, a stated su- 
pervision from the adjutant-general’s de- 
partment is all that ean be required. Thus 
is all the jealousy between military and 
medical authority got rid of. The Gov- 
ernor’s authority must be supreme, like 
that of the commandant of a fortress, or 
the commander of a ship. He will not 
want to meddle in the doctors’ profession- 
al business; and in all else he is to be 
paramount, — being himself responsible 
to the War-Office. The office, as thus 
declared, is equivalent to three of the 
nine old ones, namely, the Commandant, 
the Adjutant-General, and the Quarter- 
master-General. 

Next to the Governor, the Chief Med- 
ical Officer must be the most important 
man in the establishment. He is to be 
concerned with professional business only, 
and to see that all under him are to be 
devoted in the same way. For this pur- 
pose there must be an end to the system 
of requisitions. There must be a Stew- 
ard, taking his orders from the Governor 
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alone, and administering a simple and 
liberal system of diets and appliances of 
all sorts. It is his business to provide 
everything for the consumption of the 
establishment, and to keep the contrac- 
tors up to their duty. The Treasurer’s 
function speaks for itself. All the ac- 
counts and payments under the Govern- 
or’s warrant are in his charge. 

There is one more office, rendered ne- 
cessary by the various and active service 
always going on,—the superintendent 
of that service, or Captain of the Wards. 
He is to have the oversight of the order- 
lies, cooks, washers, and storekeepers ; he 
is to keep order throughout the house ; 
and he is to be referred to in regard to 
everything that is wanted in the wards, 
except what belongs to the department 
of the medical officers or the steward. 

As for the medical department, there 
is now a training provided for such sol- 
diers as wish to qualify themselves for 
hospital duty. Formerly, the hospital 
was served by such men as the military 
oflicers thought fit to spare for the pur- 
pose; and they naturally did not send 
the best. These men knew nothing 
of either cleaning wards or nursing pa- 
tients. Their awkwardness in sweeping 
and scouring and making beds was ex- 
treme; and they were helpless in case 
of anything being wanted to a blister or 
a sore. One was found, one day, ear- 
nestly endeavoring to persuade his pa- 
tient to eat his poultice. It is otherwise 
now. The women, where there are any, 
ought to have the entire charge of the 
sweeping and cleaning,— the housemaid’s 
work of the wards; and as to the rest, 
the men of the medical-staff corps have 
the means of learning how to dress a 
blister, and poultice a sore, and apply 
plasters, lint, and bandages, and admin- 
ister medicine, and how to aid the sick 
in their ablutions, in getting their meals 
with the least fatigue, and so on. 

Of female nurses it is not necessary to 
say much in America, any more than in 
England or France. They are not ad- 
missible into Regimental Hospitals, in a 
general way; but in great military and 
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civil hospitals they are a priceless treas- 
ure. 

The questions in regard to them are 
two. Shall their office be confined to 
the care of the linen and stores, and the 
supplying of extra diets and comforts ? 
If admitted to officiate in the wards, how 
far shall that function extend ? 

In England, there seems to be a strong 
persuasion that some time must elapse, 
and perhaps a generation of doctors must 
pass away, before the ministration of fe- 
male nurses in military hospitals can be- 
come a custom, or even an unquestioned 
good. No rational person can doubt 
what a blessing it would be to the pa- 
tients to have such nurses administer 
nourishment, when the rough orderlies 
would not have discernment or patience 
to give the frequent spoonful when the 
very life may hang upon it. Nobody 
doubts that wounds would be cleans- 
ed which otherwise go uncleansed, — 
that much irritation and suffering would 
be relieved which there are otherwise 
no hands to undertake. Nobody doubts 
that many lives would be saved in every 
great hospital from the time that fevered 
frames and the flickerings of struggling 
vitality were put under the charge of the 
nurses whom Nature made. But the dif 
ficulties and risks are great. On the 
whole, it seems to be concluded by those 
who know best, that only a few female 
nurses should be admitted into military 
and naval hospitals: that they should be 
women of mature age and ascertained 
good sense, thoroughly trained to their 
business: that they should be the women 
who have been, or who would be, the 
head nurses in other hospitals, and that 
they should be paid on that scale: that 
they should have no responsibility, — 
being wholly subject to the surgeons in 
ward affairs, and to their own superin- 
tendent in all others: that no enthusiasts 
or religious devotees should be admitted, 
— because that very qualification shows 
that they do not understand the busi- 
ness of nursing: that everything that can 
be as well done by men should be done 
by trained orderlies: that convalescents 
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should, generally speaking, be attended 
on by men, —and if not, that each fe- 
male nurse of convalescents should have 
a hundred or so in her charge, whereas 
of the graver cases forty or fifty are as 
many as one nurse can manage, with any 
amount of help from orderlies. These 
proposals give some idea of what is con- 
templated with regard to the ordinary 
nurses in a General Military Hospital. 
The superintendent of the nurses in each 
institution must be a woman of high qual- 
ity and large experience. And she will 
show her good sense, in the first place, by 
insisting on a precise definition of her 
province, that there may be no avoidable 
ill-will on the part of the medical officers, 
and no cause of contention with the cap- 
tain of service, or whatever the adminis- 
trator of the interior may be called. She 
must have a decisive voice in the choice 
of her nurses; and she will choose them 
for their qualifications as nurses only, af- 
ter being satisfied as to their character, 
health, and temper. 

No good nurse can endure any fuss 
about her work and her merits. Enthu- 
siasts and devotees find immediately that 
they are altogether out of place in a hos- 
pital,—or, as we may now say, they would 
find this, if they were ever to enter a hos- 
pital: for, in fact, they never now arrive 
there. The preparation brings them to 
a knowledge of themselves; and the two 
sorts of women who really and perma- 
nently become nurses are those who de- 
sire to make a living by a useful and val- 
ued and well-paid occupation, and those 
who benevolently desire to save life and 
mitigate suffering, with such a temper of 
sobriety and moderation as causes them 
to endure hardship and ill-usage with 
firmness, and to dislike praise and ce- 
lebrity at least as much as hostility and 
evil construction. The best nurses are 
foremost in perceiving the absurdity and 
disagreeableness of such heroines of ro- 
mance as flourished in the press seven 
years ago,— young ladies disappointed 
in love, who went out to the East, found 
their lovers in hospital, and went off with 
them, to be happy ever after, without any 
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anxiety or shame at deserting their pa- 
tients in the wards without leave or no- 
tice. Not of this order was Florence 
Nightingale, whose practical hard work, 
personal reserve, and singular adminis- 
trative power have placed her as high 
above impeachment for feminine weak- 
nesses as above the ridicule which com- 
monly attends the striking out of a new 
course by man or woman. Those who 
most honor her, and most desire to follow 
her example, are those who most stead- 
ily bring their understandings and their 
hearts to bear upon the work which she 
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began. Her ill-health has withdrawn her 
from active nursing and administration ; 
but she has probably done more towards 
the saving of life by working in connec- 
tion with the War-Office in private than 
by her best-known deeds in her days of 
health. Through her, mainly, it is that 
every nation has already studied with 
some success the all-important subject of 
Health in the Camp and in the Hospi- 
tal. It now lies in the way of Ameri- 
can women to take up the office, and, 
we may trust, to “better the instruc- 
tion.” 


A STORY OF THANKSGIVING-TIME. 


Oxp Jacob Newell sat despondent be- 
side his sitting-room fire. Gray-haired 
and venerable, with a hundred hard lines, 
telling of the work of time and struggle 
and misfortune, furrowing his pale face, 
he looked the incarnation of silent sorrow 
and hopelessness, waiting in quiet meek- 
ness for the advent of the King of ‘Ter- 
rors: waiting, but not hoping, for his 
coming ; without desire to die, but with 
no dread of death. 

Ata short distance from him, in an an- 
cient straight-backed rocking-chair, dark 
with age, and clumsy in its antique earv- 
ings, sat his wife. Stiffly upright, and 
with an almost painful primness in dress 
and figure, she sat knitting rapidly and 
with closed eyes. Her face was rigid as 
a mask; the motion in her fingers, as she 
plied her needles, was spasmodic and ma- 
chine-like ; the figure, though quiet, wore 
an air of iron repose that was most un- 
easy and unnatural. Still, through the 
mask and from the figure there stole the 
aspect and air of one who had within her 
deep wells of sweetness and love which on- 
ly strong training or power of education 
had thus covered up and obscured. She 
looked of that stern Puritanical stock 
«whose iron will conquered the severity 


of New England winters and overcame 
the stubbornness of its granite hills, and 
whose idea of a perfect life consisted in 
the rigorous discharge of all Christian du- 
ties, and the banishment, forever and at 
all times, of the levity of pleasure and the 
folly of amusement. She could have walk- 
ed, if need were, with composure to the 
stake; but she could neither have joined 
in a game at cards, nor have entered into 
a romp with little children. All this was 
plainly to be seen in the stern repose of 
her countenance and the stiff harshness 
of her figure. 

Upon the stained deal table, standing 
a little in the rear and partially between 
the two, reposed an open Bible. Between 
its leaves lay a pair of large, old-fashion- 
ed, silver-bowed spectacles, which the hus- 
band had but recently laid there, after 
reading the usual daily chapter of Holy 
Writ. He had ceased but a moment be- 
fore, and had laid them down with a 
heavy sigh, for his heart to-day was sore- 
ly oppressed; and no wonder; for, fol- 
lowing his gaze around the room, we find 
upon the otherwise bare walls five sad 
mementos of those who had “ gone be- 
fore,’ — five coarse and unartistic, but 
loving tributes to the dead. 
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There they hang, framed in black, each 
‘with its white tomb and overhanging wil- 
low, and severally inscribed to the memo- 
ries of Mark, John, James, Martha, and 
Mary Newell. All their flock. None 
left to honor and obey, none to cheer, 
none to lighten the labor or soothe the 
eares. All gone, and these two left be- 
hind to travel hand in hand, but desolate, 
though together, to the end of their earth- 
ly pilgrimage. 

There had, indeed, been one other, but 
for him there hung no loving memorial. 
He was the youngest of all, and such a 
noble, strong, and lusty infant, that the 
father, in the pride of his heart, and with 
his fondness for Scriptural names, had 
christened him Samson. He, too, had 
gone ; but in the dread gallery that hung 
about the room there was no framed 
funereal picture “To the Memory of 
Samson Newell.” If in the tomb of his 
father’s or mother’s heart he lay buried, 
no outward token gave note thereof. 

So the old couple sat alone before the 
sitting-room fire. It was not often used, 
this room, — scarcely ever now, except 
upon Sunday, or on those two grave holi- 
days that the Newells kept, — Thanks- 
giving- and Fast-Day. This was Thanks- 
giving-Day. The snow without was fall- 
ing thick and fast. It came in great 
eddies and white whirls, obscuring the 
prospect from the windows and scudding 
madly around the corners. It lay in great 
drifts against the fences, and one large 
pile before the middle front-window had 
gathered volume till it reached half up 
the second row of panes; for it had snow- 
ed all night and half the day before. The 
roads were so blocked by it that they 
would have been rendered impassable but 
for the sturdy efforts of the farmers’ boys, 
who drove teams of four and five yokes 
of oxen through the drifts with heavily 
laden sleds, breaking out the ways. The 
sidewalks in the little village were shov- 
elled and swept clean as fast as the snow 
fell; for, though all business was suspend- 
ed, according to the suggestion in the 
Governor’s proclamation, and in conform- 
ity to old usage, still they liked to keep the 
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paths open on Thanksgiving-Day,— the 
paths and the roads; for nearly half the 
families in the place expected sons and 
daughters from far away to arrive on the 
train which should have been at the rail- 
road-station on the previous evening, but 
had been kept back by the snow. 

But Jacob and Ruth Newell had nei- 
ther son nor daughter, grandchild, cousin, 
relation of any nearness or remoteness, to 
expect; for the white snow covered with 
a cold mantle scores of mounds in many 
graveyards where lay their dead. And 
they sat this day and thought of all their 
kindred who had perished untimely, — 
all save one. 

Whether he lived, or whether he had 
died, — where he lay buried, if buried he 
were, — or where he rioted, if still in the 
land of the living, they had no notion. 
And why should they care ? 

He had been a strong-willed and wild 
lad. He had disobeyed the injunctions 
of his parents while yet a boy. He had 
not loved the stiff, sad Sabbaths, nor the 
gloomy Saturday nights. He had rebelled 
against the austerities of Fast-and Thanks- 
giving-Days. He had learned to play at 
cards and to roll tenpins with the village 
boys. He had smoked in the tavern bar- 
room of evenings. In vain had his father 
tried to coerce him into better ways; in 
vain had his mother used all the persua- 
sions of a maternal pride and fondness 
that showed themselves only, of all her 
children, to this brave, handsome, and 
reckless boy. He had gone from worse 
to worse, after the first outbreaking from 
the strict home rules, until he had become 
at length a by-word in the village, and 
anxious mothers warned their sons against 
companionship with wicked Samson New- 
ell,—and this when he was only seven- 
teen years of age. 

Perhaps mildness might have worked 
well with the self-willed boy, but his «fa- 
ther knew nothing but stern command 
and prompt obedience in family manage- 
ment; and so the son daily fell away, 
until came the inevitable day when his 
wrong-doing reached a climax and he 
left his father’s roof forever. 
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It was on a Thanksgiving-Day, fifteen 
years ago, that the boy Samson, then 
seventeen years old, was brought home 
drunk and bleeding. He had passed the 
previous night at a ball at the tavern, 
against the express command of his fa- 
ther, who would have gone to fetch him 
away, but that he could not bear to en- 
ter upon a scene he thought so wick- 
ed, and especially upon such an errand. 
When the dance was over, the boy had 
lingered at the bar, drinking glass after 
glass, until he got into a fight with the 
bully of the village, whom he thrashed 
within an inch of his life, and then he had 
sat down in a small side-room with a few 
choice spirits, with the avowed purpose 
of getting drunk over his victory. He 
had got drunk, “gloriously drunk” his 
friends at the tavern styled it, and had 
been carried in that state home. 

Oh, the bitterness of the misery of that 
Thanksgiving-Day to Jacob Newell! He 
may live a hundred years and never know 
such another. 

The next day Samson awoke from a 
wretched stupor to find himself weak, ner- 
vous, and suffering from a blinding head- 
ache. In this condition his father forced 
him to the barn, and there, with a heavy 
raw-hide, flogged him without mercy. That 
night Samson Newell disappeared, and was 
thenceforward seen no more in the village. 

The same night one of the village stores 
was entered, the door of an ancient safe 
wrenched open, and something over a 
hundred dollars in specie taken there- 
from. So that on Samson Newell’s head 
rested the crime of filial disobedience, and 
the suspicion, amounting, with nearly all, 
to a certainty, that he had added burglary 
to his other wrong-doing. 

His name was published in the papers 
throughout the county, together with a 
personal description and the offer of a 
reward for his arrest and return. But 
as he was never brought back nor heard 
of more, the matter gradually died away 
and was forgotten by most in the village; 
the more so as, from respect and pity for 
Jacob Newell, it was scarce ever men- 
tioned, except privately. 
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Eight years elapsed from the time of 
his flight and supposed crime, when the 
fellow he had thrashed at the tavern 
was arrested, tried, convicted, and sen- 
tenced to death for a murder committed 
in a midnight tavern-brawl. In a con- 
fession that he made he exonerated Sam- 
son Newell from any participation in 
or knowledge of the burglary for which 
his reputation had so long suffered, stat- 
ing in what manner he had himself com- 
mitted the deed. So the memory of the 
erring son of Jacob Newell was relieved 
from the great shadow that had darkened 
it. Still he was never mentioned by fa- 
ther or mother; and seven years more 
rolled wearily on, till they sit, to-day, 
alone and childless, by the flickering No- 
vember fire. 

Sore trouble had fallen on them since 
their youngest son had disappeared. One 
by one, the elder children had passed 
away, each winter’s snow for five years 
covered a fresh grave, till the new afflic- 
tions that were in store for them scarcely 
seemed to affect them otherwise than by 
cutting yet deeper into the sunken cheeks 
the deep lines of sorrow and regret. 

Jacob Newell had been known for 
years as a “forehanded man” in the ru- 
ral neighborhood. His lands were ex- 
tensive, and he had pursued a liberal 
system of cultivation, putting into the soil 
in rich manures more in strength than he 
took from it, until his farm became the 
model one of the county, and his profits 
were large and ever increasing. Partic- 
ularly in orchards of choice fruit did he 
excel his neighbors, and his apples, pears, 
and quinces always commanded the best 
price in the market. So he amassed 
wealth, and prospered. 

But, unfortunately, after death had 
taken away his children, and the work 
in the fields was all done by hired hands, 
the old man became impatient of the dul- 
ness of life, and a spirit of speculation 
seized him. Just at that time, railroad- 
stock was in high favor throughout the 
country. Steam-drawn carriages were 
to do away with all other modes of pub- 
lic travel, (as, indeed, they generally have 


1861.] 


done,) and the fortunate owners of rail- 
road-stock were to grow rich without 
trouble in a short time. In particular, 
a certain line of railroad, to run through 
the village where he lived, was to make 
Jacob Newell and all his neighbors rich. 
It would bring a market to their doors, 
and greatly increase the value of all they 
produced ; but above all, those who took 
stock in it would be insured a large perma- 
nent income. Better the twenty and thirty 
per cent. that must accrue from this source 
than to loan spare cash at six per cent., 
or invest their surplus in farm improve- 
ments. So said a very fluent and agree- 
able gentleman from Boston, who address- 
ed the people on the subject at a “ Rail- 
road Meeting” held in the town-hall; and 
incautious Jacob Newell (hitherto most 
prudent throughout his life) believed. 

Only twenty per cent. was to be paid 
down ; no more, said the circular issued by 
the directors, might be required for years; 
perhaps there would never be any fur- 
ther call: but that would depend very 
materially on how generously the farmers 
through whose lands the road would pass 
should give up claims for land-damages. 
Jacob Newell needed excitement of some 
sort, and it took the form of speculation. 
He believed in the railroad, and subscrib- 
ed for two hundred shares of the oe 
for which he paid four thousand do 
down. He also gave the company the 
right of way where the track crossed his 
farm. 

In six months he was called upon for two 
thousand dollars more; three months af- 
terwards another two thousand was want- 
ed; and so it ran till he was obliged to 
mortgage his farm, and finally to sell the 
greater part of it, to meet his subscription. 
In vain he begged for mercy, and pleaded 
the statement that only twenty per cent. 
would be needed. A new set of directors 
laughed him, and others like him, to scorn. 
He would have sold his stock, but he found 
it quoted at only twenty-five cents on the 
dollar, and that price he could not prevail 
upon himself to take. 

So he sat on this drear Thanksgiving- 
Day despondent beside his hearth. With 
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a hundred hard lines furrowing his pale 
face, telling of the work of time and strug- 
gle and misfortune, he looked the incar- 
nation of silent sorrow and hopelessness, 
waiting in quiet meekness for the coming 
of Death, — without desire, but without 
dread. 

It was not strange that on this day 
there should come into the hearts of both 
Jacob and Ruth, his wife, sad and dismal 
memories, Still his gaze wandered si- 
Jently about the room, and she plied un- 
ceasingly her stiff, bright knitting-needles. 
One would have thought her a figure of 
stone, sitting so pale and bolt upright, but 
for the activity of the patiently industri- 
ous fingers. 

Presently Jacob spoke. 

“ Ruth,” he said, “it is a bitter time 
for us, and we are sore oppressed ; but 
what does the Psalmist say to such poor, 
worn-out creatures as we are ? ‘ The steps 
of a good man are ordered by the Lord, 
and he delighteth in his way. Though 
he fall, he shall not be utterly cast down: 
for the Lord upholdeth him with his hand. 
I have been young, and now am old; yet 
have J not seen the righteous forsaken, 
nor his seed begging bread.’ Wife, we 
are not forsaken of the Lord, although all 
earthly things seem to go wrong with us.” 

She made no verbal reply; but there 
was a nervous flutter in the poor, wan 
fingers, as she still plied the needles, and 
two large tears rolled silently down her 
cheeks and fell upon the white kerchief 
she wore over her shoulders. 

“ We have still a house over our heads,” 
continued Jacob, “and wherewithal to 
keep ourselves fed and clothed and warm- 
ed; we have but a few years more to live; 
let us thank God for what blessings He 
has yet vouchsafed us.” 

She arose without a word, stiff, angu- 
lar, ungainly, and they knelt together on 
the floor. 

Meanwhile the snow fell thicker and 
faster without, and blew in fierce clouds 
against the windows. The wind was ris- 
ing and gaining power, and it whistled 
wrathfully about the house, howling as in 
bitter mockery at the scene within. Some- 
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times it swelled into wild laughter, and 
again dropped into low and _ plaintive 
wailings. It was very dismal out in the 
cold, and hardly more cheerful in the 
warm sitting-room, where those two jad- 
ed souls knelt in earnest prayer. 


A railway-train was fast in a snow- 
bank. There it had stuck, unable to 
move either backward or forward, since 
nine o'clock on Wednesday evening ; it 
was now Thursday morning, the snow 
was still falling, and still seemed likely 
to fall, blocking up more and more the 
passage of the unfortunate train. There 
were two locomotives, with a huge snow- 
plough on the forward one, a baggage- and 
express-car, and four cars filled with pas- 
sengers. ‘Two hundred people, all anx- 
ious, most of them grumbling, were de- 
tained there prisoners, snow-bound and 
helpless. It was a hard case, for they 
were more than two miles distant — with 
three feet depth of snow between — from 
the nearest house. The nearest village 
was five miles away at least. 

It was Thanksgiving-Day, too, and 
they had almost all of them “ lotted ” up- 
on a New-England Thanksgiving-dinner 
with old friends, brothers, fathers, moth- 
ers, and grandparents. And there they 
were, without so much as a ration of 
erackers and cheese. 

It was noticeable that the women on 
the train — and there were quite a num- 
ber, and most of them with children in 
their arms or by their sides — made, as a 
general rule, less disturbance and confu- 
sion than the men. The children, how- 
ever, were getting very hungry and noisy 
by this Thanksciving-morning. 

In one of the cars were clustered as 
fine a family-group as the eye would de- 
sire to rest upon. It consisted of a some- 
what large and florid, but firmly and com- 
pactly built man of thirty years or there- 
about, a woman, evidently his wife and ap- 
parently some two or three years younger, 
and three beautiful children. 

The man was large in frame, without 
being coarse, with a chest broad and am- 
ple as a gymnast’s, and with arms whose 
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muscular power was evident at every 
movement. His hair and beard (which 
latter he wore full, as was just beginning 
to be the custom) were dark brown in col- 
or, and thick and strong almost to coarse- 
ness in texture; his eye was a clear ha- 
zel, full, quick, and commanding, some- 
times almost fierce; while an aquiline 
nose, full, round forehead, and a complex- 
ion bronzed by long exposure to all sorts 
of weather, gave him an aspect to be not- 
ed in any throng he might be thrown in- 
to. There was a constant air of pride 
and determination about the man, which 
softened, however, whenever his glance 
fell upon wife or children. At such times 
his face was lighted up with a smile of 
peculiar beauty and sweetness. 

The woman was of middle size, with 
fair hair, inclining towards auburn, blue 
eyes, and a clear red and white complex- 
ion. Her expression was one of habitual 
sweetness and good-humor, while a con- 
tinual half-smile played about her rosy 
mouth. She was plump, good-natured, 
and cozy,—altogether a most lovable 
and delicious woman. 

This pair, with their bright-looking chil- 
dren, occupied two seats near the stove, 
and were in constant pleasant converse, 
save when an occasional anxious and im- 
patient shadow flitted across the face of 
the husband and father. On the rack 
over their heads reposed a small trayel- 
ling-bag, which the day before had been 
filled with luncheon for the children. Up- 
on its bottom was painted in small white 
letters the name, ‘“ Samson Newell.” 

It was, indeed, the long-lost son, return- 
ing on this day to answer, so much as in 
him lay, the prayers repeated for fifteen 
years by his father and mother,—return- 
ing to see his former home once more, 
and here, nearly on the threshold, stop- 
ped by a snow-storm almost unprecedent- 
ed at that season. There was occasional 
bitterness in his impatience at the weary- 
ing detention, but he controlled it as well 
as he was able. 

During the night the passengers had 
been quiet and uncomplaining. Wood 
taken from the tenders of the two loco- 
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motives in small quantities, and, when 
the engineers stopped the supplies in 
that quarter, rails torn from neighboring 
fences and broken up for firewood, kept 
them warm; but after the day had dawn- 
ed, when the little treasures of luncheon 
were exhausted, and all began to feel the 
real pangs of hunger, things assumed a 
more serious aspect. Children in all the 
cars were crying for breakfast, and even 
the older passengers began to feel cross 
and jaded. 

One pleasant fellow, with an appar- 
ently inexhaustible flask of whiskey in 
his pocket, and good-humor oozing from 
every pore of his jolly countenance, pass- 
ed from car to car, retailing a hundred 
jokes to every fresh batch of listeners. 
But presently the passengers began to 
tire of his witticisms, and one after anoth- 
er “ poohed” and “ pshawed” at him as he 
approached. Then with infinite good-na- 
ture and philosophy he retired to one of 
the saloons and peacefully fell asleep. 

Almost equally amusing was a wizen- 
ed, bent, and thin old man, draped from 
head to foot in coarse butternut-colored 
homespun, and called “ Old Woollen ” 
by the funny fellow, who walked from 
ear to car bewailing his hard lot. 

“T ’ve left the old woman to home,” 
he whined, “with all the things on her 
hands, an’ more ’n fifty of our folks com- 
in’ to eat dinner with us to-day; an’ 
I ’ve got a note of a hundred an’ fifty 
dollars to pay,—to-morrow ’s the last day 
of grace, —an’ I’ve been sixty-five mile 
to get the money to pay it. Now look 
here !” suddenly and sharply to the Fun- 
ny Man, “ what do you think o’ that?” 

“ Old Woollen,” said the Funny Man, 
with a tremulous voice and tears in his 
eyes, ‘it ’s a hard case!” 

“So ’t is! That ’s a fact! 
see us, when you come round our way 

And the old gentleman, greatly molli- 
fied by the sympathy of his new friend, 
moved on to find fresh auditors for his 
tale of woe. 

It came to be nine o’clock on the morn- 
ing of Thanksgiving-Day, and still the 
snow fell with unabated violence, and 
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still drifts piled higher and higher about 
the captive train. The conductor and 
one of the firemen had started off on 
foot at early dawn in search of food for 
the passengers, and now there arrived, 
ploughing nearly breast-high through the 
snow, a convoy from one of the nearest 
farm-houses carefully guarding a valu- 
able treasure of bread, cheese, bacon, 
eggs, and pumpkin-pies; but so many 
were the mouths to fill that it scarce- 
ly gave a bite apiece to the men, after 
the women and children had been cared 
for. 

Then the passengers began to grow 
clamorous. Even the Funny Man had 
his woes, for some rogue entered the 
saloon where he slept and stole the 
whiskey-flask from his pocket. When 
he awoke and discovered his loss, he re- 
marked that he knew where there was 
more of the same sort, and turned over 
to sleep again. But all were not so 
philosophical as he. Some cursed the 
railroad company, some cursed the fate 
that had placed them there, some cursed 
their folly in leaving comfortable quar- 
ters in order to fast in the snow on 
Thanksgiving-Day. 

Presently the impatiently-pulled-out 
watches showed ten o’clock, and still it 
snowed. Then a rumor ran through the 
train that there were a couple of barrels 
of chickens, ready-dressed for market, in 
the express-car, and a general rush in 
that direction followed. One of the first 
to hear of it, and one of the first to be on 
the spot, was Samson Newell. 

“ Stand back, gentlemen,” he cried to 
the foremost of the throng that poured 
eagerly into the car, —“ stand back a mo- 
ment. This poultry is in charge of the 
express messenger, and we have no right 
to take it without his license.” 

As he spoke, he placed himself beside 
the messenger. ‘There was a determi- 
nation in his eye and manner that held 
the crowd back for a short time. 

«“ The chickens are mine,” the messen- 
ger said; “I bought them on specula- 
tion ; they will spoil before I can get 
anywhere with them, and they are now 
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too late for Thanksgiving. 
have them for what I gave.” 

“JT will give five dollars towards pay- 
ing for them”; and Samson Newell drew 
out his pocket-book. 

“Here ’s a dollar!” “I ‘ll give a 
half!” “ Count me in for two dollars ! ” 
cried the crowd, favorably struck with the 
notion of paying for their provender. 

But one hulking fellow, with a large 
mock diamond in his shirt-front, and 
clumsy rings on his coarse and dirty fin- 
gers, stepped forward and said that he 
was a hungry man, that he had lost 
money by the company already, 
waiting a day and a night in that blamed 
snow-bank, and that he was going to 
have a chicken, — or two chickens, if he 
wanted them,— and he was decidedly of 
the opinion that there was no express mes- 
senger on the train who would see the col- 
or of iis money in the transaction. 

Samson Newell was evidently a man 
of few words in a case of emergency. He 
paused for only an instant to assure him- 
self that the man was in earnest, then 
he slid open one of the side-doors of the 
express-car, and stretched forth a hand 
whose clutch was like the closing of a claw 
of steel. He seized the bejewelled stran- 
ger by the coat-collar, shook him for an 
instant, and dropped him,— dropped him 
into a soft snow-drift whose top was level 
with the car-floor. Whether the unfor- 
tunate worked a subterranean passage to 
one of the passenger-cars and there bur- 
ied himself in the privacy of a saloon 
is not known; he certainly was not seen 
again till after relief came to the impris- 
oned train. 

There was neither noise nor confusion 
in the matter of paying for and dividing 
the poultry. Samson Newell had already 
made himself prominent among the cap- 
tive travellers. 
himself, that he might the better provide, 
so far as his limited provision went, for 
his wife and children; he had even gone 
through the cars with his scanty luncheon 
of cakes and apples, and economically fed 
other people’s little ones, besides adminis- 
tering to the wants of an invalid lady upon 
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the train, who was journeying alone. He 
was, therefore, a favorite with all on board. 
His action, enforcing payment for the pro- 
vision that would very likely, but for him, 
have been taken by force, caused the pas- 
sengers to defer to him as a leader whose 
strength and courage fitted him for the 
post, and so he presided at the distribu- 
tion of the chickens without dispute. 

The fuel in the stoves was replenished, 
and quite a large space was cleared to 
the leeward of the locomotive, where 
a fire was built from the neighboring 
fences, so that in an hour's time from the 
finding of the poultry the entire body of 
passengers were busy picking the bones 
of roasted and broiled fowls. It was not 
so bad adinner! To be sure, it was rath- 
er chilly, now and then, when the open- 
ing of a car-door, to let in a half-frozen 
gentleman with a half-cooked chicken in 
his hand, admitted with him a snow-laden 
blast from without ; and then the viands 
were not served a la Soyer, but there 
was an appetite for sauce and a certain 
gypsy-like feeling of being at a picnic 
that served as a relish. And so, in the 
year of our Lord 18—, two hundred 
strangers sat down together at a most 
extraordinary Thanksgiving-dinner, of 
which no account has hitherto been 
published, if I except a vote of thanks, 
“together with an exceedingly chaste 
and richly chased silver goblet,” (so the 
newspaper description read,) which were 
presented to the conductor by “ the sur- 
viving passengers,” after he had procured 
help and rescued them from their per- 
plexing predicament. 

But dinners end. Twelve o’clock 
came, and still the snow was falling 
thick and fast, and still the white plain 
about them mounted slowly and surely 
towards the skies. Then the passengers 
became yet more weary and unhappy. 
Old Woollen, the unfortunate, detailed 
his woes to more and more appreciative 
audiences. Even the Funny Man— 
with a fresh flask of whiskey — sighed 
almost dismally between frequent uneasy 
“cat-naps.” And Samson Newell, first 
seeing his wife comfortably settled, and 
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his little ones safely disposed about her, 
strode up and down, from car to car, with 
a gloom of disappointment on his face 
that was almost ferocious. “Too bad!” 
he muttered, “too bad! too bad! too 
bad!” 

One o’clock came, and the snow held 
up! At first the passengers noticed that 
the flakes fell less thickly. Then, grad- 
ually and ever slowly decreasing, they 
finally ceased falling altogether. The 
clouds drifted from before the face of 
the heavens, and the sun came out. It 
shone over a broad surface of glistening 
snow, with here and there a fence-post 
obtruding into notice, but otherwhere a 
cold, blank expanse of whiteness. One or 
two remote farm-houses, with blue smoke 
rising in thin, straicht columns from their 
chimneys, a wide stretch of woodland to 
the right, distant hills bounding all the 
prospect, — and everywhere snow. No 
fences, no roads, no paths,— but only 
snow ! 

The passengers gazed out of the win- 
dows or stood upon the platforms,— drawn 
thither by the warmth of the sun, — with 
feelings almost akin to despair. Present- 
ly it was proposed to make for the farm- 
houses, and fifteen of the more adventur- 
ous started. A few struggled through and 
arrived in something over an hour at the 
nearest house, wet to the skin with melt- 
ed snow, and too much fatigued to think 
of returning,— but most of them gave 
out at the end of the first half-mile, and 
came back to the train. 

So the prisoners sat down and whiled 
away the time as best they might, in the 
relation of anecdotes, telling stories, and 
grumbling. A few slept, and a large num- 
ber tried to do so, without success. 

The slow hand of Time, moving more 
slowly for them than they remembered it 
to have ever moved before, crept on to 
three o'clock, and still there was no pros- 
pect of relief and no incident of note 
save the arrival through the snow of a 
dozen men sent by the conductor. They 
brought word that help was approach- 
ing from the nearest station where a suf- 
ficiently powerful locomotive could be 
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obtained, and that they would probably 
be started on their way during the next 
forenoon. These messengers also brought 
a small supply of provisions and a num- 
ber of packs of cards, with the latter of 
which many of the passengers were soon 
busy. They now resigned themselves to 
another night in the drift. 

But at half after three occurred an in- 
cident that restored hope of'a more speedy 
deliverance to a few of the captives. 

Through the low pine-lands to the right 
ran a road which was very thoroughly 
protected from drifting snow by the over- 
hanging trees, and along this road there 
now appeared two pair of oxen. In front 
of the oxen were five men armed with 
wooden snow-shoyels, with which they 
beat down and scattered the snow. Be- 
hind all was a small, square box on run- 
ners. It was very small and contained on- 
ly one board seat. Three persons could 
sit and three stand in it: no more. 

Upon the appearance of this squad of 
road-breakers with their team, three hearty 
cheers went up from the train. They 
were immediately answered by the ap- 
proach of the apparent leader of the ex- 
pedition. He was a small, active, spare 
old fellow, so inerusted with frozen snow, 
which hung all over him in tiny white pel- 
lets, as to resemble more an active, but 
rather diminutive white bear, than any- 
thing else known to Natural History. He 
scrambled and puffed through the snow 
till he found a mounting-place upon an 
unseen fence, when he arose two or three 
feet above the surrounding surface, and 
spoke, — 

“ There ’s five on us, an’ two yoke.” 

A pause. 

“Two yoke yender, an’ five on us.” 

“Well! supposing there is?” from 
the train. 

“Five mile to town,” continued the 
White Bear, ‘an’ been sence nine this 
mornin’ gittin’ here. Five times five is 
twenty-five, but, seein’ it ’s you, I 'll call 
it twelve ’n’ ’arf.” 

“Call what ‘twelve ’n’ ‘arf? Sheep- 
Shanks ?” from the train. 


“ That man don’t ride, nohow! I ’ve 
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marked him! I don’t cal’late to take 
no sarse this trip! Take any six or eight 
for twelve dollars an’ fifty cents right 
straight to the tahvern! Who bids ?” 

“J ’ll give you fifteen dollars, my 
friend, to take myself, my wife, and three 
children to the village.” 

It was Samson Newell who spoke. 

“°M offered fifteen,” cried the White 
Bear, pricking up his ears; “ goin’ to 
the tahvern at fifteen; who says fifteen 
*n’ “arf?” 

“T do!” from a pursy passenger with 
a double chin and a heavy fob-chain. 

He glanced round a little savagely, 
having made his bid, as who should say, 
“And I should like to see the man who 
will raise it!” 

ON? “arf! ‘n? tar! ’n? ’arf!l “n? arf)” 
eried the White Bear, growing much ex- 
cited, — “ an’ who says sixteen ?” 

Samson Newell nodded. 

“ Sixteen dollars! sixteen! 
We can’t tarry, gentlemen!” 

The White Bear proved the truth of 
this latter assertion by suddenly disap- 
pearing beneath the snow. He reap- 
peared in an instant and resumed his 
outcry. 

“T see the gentleman’s sixteen,” quoth 
the man who had called the White Bear 
“ Sheep-Shanks,” “ and go fifty cents bet- 
ter!” 

“TI see you,” replied the auctioneer, 
“an’ don’t take your bid! Who says 
sixteen ’n’ ’arf?” 

“T do!” quoth the Double Chin; and 
he glowered upon his fellow-passengers 
wrathfully. 

At this instant appeared Old Wool- 
len on the scene. In one hand he bore 
his pocket-book ; in the other, a paper 
covered with calculations. The latter he 
studied intently for a moment, then, — 

“T°ll give you sixteen dollars an’ sixty- 
two ’n’ a half cents; an’ if you ever come 
round our way ” 

The jubilant auctioneer, fairly dancing 
upon the fence in the energy of his de- 
light, broke in here, — 

“Can’t take no bids, gentlemen, short 
of a half-dollar rise, each time!” 
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Old Woollen retired, discomfited, and 
was seen no more. 

From this point the bidding ran up 
rapidly till it reached twenty-five dollars, 
where it stopped, Samson Newell being 
the successful bidder. 

It was a study to watch the man, now 
that his chance for reaching home that 
day brightened. Instead of being elate, 
his spirits seemed to fall as he made his 
arrival at the village certain. 

“ Ah!” he thought, “are my father 
and mother yet living? How will my 
brothers and sisters welcome me home ?” 

How, indeed ? 


In the village where dwelt Jacob New- 
ell and his wife, an old man, Jame and 
totally blind, had been for over thirty 
years employed by the town to ring the 
meetinghouse-bell at noon, and at nine 
o'clock in the evening. For this service, 
the salary fixed generations before was 
five dollars, and summer and winter, 
rain or shine, he was always at his post 
at the instant. 

When the old man rang the evening- 
bell on the Thanksgiving-Day whereof 
I write, he aroused Jacob and his wife 
from deep reverie. 

“ Oh, Jacob!” said the latter, “such a 
waking dream as I have had! I thought 
they all stood before me,— all,— every 
one,— none missing! And they were lit- 
tle children again, and had come to say 
their prayers before going to bed! They 
were all there, and I could not drive it 
from my heart that I loved Samson best!” 

His name had hardly been mentioned 
between them for fifteen years. 

Jacob Newell, with a strange look, as 
though he were gazing at some dimly de- 
fined object afar off, slowly spoke, — 

“J have thought sometimes that I 
should like to know where he lies, if he 
is dead, —or how he lives, if he be living. 
Shall we meet him? Shall we meet 
him? Five goodly spirits await us in 
heaven; will he be there, also? Oh, 
no! he was a bad, bad, bad son, and he 
broke his father’s heart !” 

“ He was a bad son, Jacob, giddy and 
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light-headed, but not wholly bad. Oh, 
he was so strong, so handsome, so bright 
and brave! If he is living, I pray God 
that he may come back to see us for a lit- 
tle, before we follow our other lost ones!” 

“Tf he should come back,” said Jacob, 
turning very white, but speaking clearly 
and distinetly, “I would drive him from 
my door, and tell him to be gone forever ! 
A wine-bibber, dissolute, passionate, head- 
strong, having no reverence for God or 
man, no love for his mother, no sense of 
duty towards his father ; I have disowned 
him, once and forever, and utterly cast 
him out! Let him beware and not come 
back to tempt me to curse him !” 

Still from the distance, overpowering 
and drowning the headlong rush of pas- 
sion, came the soft booming of the even- 
ing-bell. 

“T hear the church-bell, Jacob: we 
have not long to hear it. Let us not die 
cursing our son in our hearts. God gave 
him to us; and if Satan led him astray, 
we know not how strong the temptation 
may have been, nor how he may have 
fought against it.” 

Jacob Newell had nought to say in an- 
swer to this, but, from the passion in his 
heart, and from that egotism that many 
good men have whose religious education 
has taught them to make their personal 
godliness a matter to vaunt over, he spoke, 
foolishly and little to the point, — 

“Ruth, did Satan ever lead me astray?” 

“ God knows!” she replied. 

There came a rap at the door. 

The melody of the church-bell was fast 
dying away. The last cadences of sound, 
the last quiver in the air, when the ring- 
er had ceased to ring and the hammer 
struck the bell no more, lingered still, as 
a timid and uncertain tapping fell upon 
the door. 

“ Come in!” said Jacob Newell. 

The door was slowly opened. 

Then there stood within it a tall, mus- 
cular nian, a stranger in those parts, with 
a ruddy face, and a full, brown beard. He 
stood grasping the door with all his might, 
and leaning against it as for support. 
Meanwhile his gaze wandered about the 
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room with a strange anxiety, as though 
it sought in vain for what should assured- 
ly have been found there. 

“ Good evening, Sir,” said Jacob New- 
ell. 

The stranger made no reply, but still 
stood clinging to the door, with a strange 
and horrible expression of mingled won- 
der and awe in his face. 

“°T is a lunatic!” whispered Ruth to 
her husband. 

“ Sir,” said Jacob, “ what do you want 
here to-night ?” 

The stranger found voice at length, but 
it was weak and timorous as that of a 
frightened child. 

“We were on the train, my wife and 
I, with our three little ones, — on the train 
snowed in five miles back, —and we ask, 
if you will give it, a night’s lodging, it 
being necessary that we should reach 
home without paying for our keeping at 
the hotel. My wife and children are out- 
side the door, and nearly frozen, I assure 
you.” 

Then Ruth’s warm heart showed itself. 

“ Come in,” she said. ‘“ Keep you ?— 
of course we can. Come in and warm 
yourselves.” 

A sweet woman, with one child in her 
arms, and two shivering beside her, glided 
by the man into the room. They were 
immediately the recipients of the good 
old lady’s hospitality; she dragged them 
at once, one and all, to the warmest spot 
beside the hearth. 

Still the man stood, aimless and uncer- 
tain, clutching the door and swaying to 
and fro. 

“ Why do you stand there at the door? 
Why not come in?” said Jacob Newell. 
“You must be cold and hungry. Ruth 
—that ’s my wife, Sir—will get you and 
your family some supper.” 

Then the man came in and walked 
with an unsteady step to a chair placed 
for him near the fire. After he had seat- 
ed himself he shook like one in an ague-fit. 

“ J fear you are cold,” said Ruth. 

“ Oh, no!” he said. 

His voice struggled to his lips with dif- 
ficulty and came forth painfully. 
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The old lady went to a corner cup- 
board, and, after a moment’s search, 
brought forth a black bottle, from which 
she poured something into a glass. It 
smelt like Jamaica rum. With this she 
advanced towards the stranger, but she 
was bluntly stopped by Jacob, — 

“T am afraid the gentleman has had 
too much of that already !” ‘ 

For an instant, like a red flash of light- 
ning, a flush of anger passed across his 
features before the stranger meekly made 
answer that he had tasted no liquor that 
day. Ruth handed him the glass and he 
drained it at a gulp. In a moment more 
he sat quietly upright and proceeded 
gravely to divest himself of his heavy 
shawl and overcoat, after which he as- 
sisted in warming and comforting the 
children, who were growing sleepy and 
cross. 

Ruth bustled about with her prepara- 
tions for giving the strangers a comfort- 
able supper, and Jacob and his unexpect- 
ed guest entered into conversation. 

“T used to be acquainted hereabont,” 
the stranger began, “and I feel almost 
like getting among friends, whenever I 
visit the place. I rode over with old Gus 
Parker to-day, from where the train lies 
bedded near the five-mile cut, but I was 
too busy keeping the children warm to 
ask him any questions. JI came here be- 
cause your son Mark Newell and I were 
old cronies at school together. I—TI don’t 
see him here to-night,’—the stranger's 
voice trembled now, —“ where is he ?” 

“ Where we must all follow him, sooner 
or later, —in the grave!” 

“ But he had brothers,—I’ve heard him 
say,” the stranger continued, with an anx- 
iety in his tone that he could by no means 
conceal; “TI believe he had —let me see 
—three brothers and two sisters. Where 
are they ?” 

“All gone!” cried Jacob Newell, ris- 
ing and pacing the room. Then sudden- 
ly facing his singular guest, he continued, 
speaking rapidly and bitterly, ‘“ You have 
three children, —TI had six! Yours are 
alive and hearty; but so were mine; and 
when I was a young man, like you, I 
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foolishly thought that I should raise them 
all, have them clustering around me in 
my old age, die before any of them, and 
so know no bereavements! To-day I stand 
here a solitary old man, sinking rapidly 
into the grave, and without a relation of 
any kind, that I know of, on the face of 
the earth! Think that such a fate may 
yet be yours! But the bitterness of life 
you will not fully know, unless one of 
your boys—as one of mine did — turns 
out profligate and drunken, leaves your 
fireside to associate with the dissolute, 


and finally deserts his home and all, for- 


ever |” 

“Tf that son of yours be yet alive, and 
were ever to return, —suddenly and with- 
out warning, as I have broken in upon 
you to-night, —if he should come to you 
and say, ‘ Father, I have sinned against 
Heaven, and before thee, and am no more 
worthy to be called thy son !’ what should 
you say to him ?” 

“JT should say, ‘ For fifteen years you 
have deserted me without giving mark 
or token that you were in the body ; now 
you have come to see me die, and you 
may stay to bury me!’ I should say that, 
I think, though I swore to Ruth but now 
that I would curse him, if ever he return- 
ed,— curse him and drive him from my 
door !” 

“ But if he came back penitent indeed 
for past follies and offences, and only anx- 
ious to do well in the future, —if your 
son should come in that way, convincing 
you with tears of his sincerity, you surely 
would be more gentle to him than that! 
You would put away wrath, would you 
not? I ask you,” the stranger continued, 
with emotion, “ because I find myself in 
the position we suppose your son to be 
placed in. I am going home after an ab- 
sence of years, during all which time I 
have held no communication with my fam- 
ily. Lhave sojourned in foreien lands, and 
now I come to make my father and my 
mother happy, if it be not too late for 
that! I come half hoping and half fear- 
ing; tell me what I am to expect? Place 
yourself in my father’s position and read 
me my fate!” 
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While he spoke, his wife, sitting silent 
by the fire, bent low over the child she 
held, and a few quiet tears fell upon the 
little one’s frock. 

Ruth Newell, moving back and forth, 
in the preparation of the stranger's sup- 
per, wore an unquiet and troubled as- 
pect, while the old farmer himself was 
agitated in a manner painful to see. It 
was some seconds before he broke the 
silence. When he spoke, his voice was 
thick and husky. 

“Tf I had a son like you,— if those lit- 
tle children were my grandchildren, — 
if the sweet lady there was my son’s 
wife, — ah, then! But it is too late! 
Why do you come here to put turbulent, 
raging regrets into my heart, that but for 
you would be beating calmly as it did yes- 
terday, and the day before, and has for 
years? Ah! if my son were indeed here! 
If Samson were indeed here !” 

The stranger half arose, as though to 
spring forward, then sank back into his 
seat again. 

But the little child sitting in her moth- 
er’s lap by the fire clapped her hands 
and laughed a childish, happy laugh. 

“What pleases my little girl ?” asked 
the mother. 


Song in a Dream. 


741 


“Why, § Samson?” the child said, — 
“that ’s what you call papa!” 

Then Ruth, who stood by the table 
with a pitcher of water in her hand, stag- 
gered backwards like one stricken a vio- 
lent and sudden blow !— staggered back- 
wards, dropping the pitcher with a heavy 
crash as she retreated, and crossing her 
hands upon her bosom with quick, short 
catchings of the breath! Then crying, 
“ My son! my son!” she threw herself, 
with one long, long sob, upon the stran- 
ger’s neck ! 


The story is told. What lay in his 
power was done by the returned prodi- 
gal, who did not come back empty-hand- 
ed to the paternal roof. His wife and 
children fostered and petted the old peo- 
ple, till, after the passage of two or three 
more Thanksgiving- Days, they became 
as cheerful as of old, and they are now 
considered one of the happiest couples in 
the county. Do not, on that account, O 
too easily influenced youth, think that 
happiness for one’s self and others is usu- 
ally secured by dissolute habits in early 
life, or by running away from home. 
Half the occupants of our jails and alms- 
houses can tell you to the contrary. 


SONG IN A DREAM. 


Wrxt er rose-leaves, silver-white, 
Drifting o’er our darling’s bed, — 
He ’s asleep, withdrawn from sight, — 

All his little prayers are said, 
And he droops his shining head. 


Winter rose-leaves, falling still, 

Go and waken his sad eyes, 
Touch his pillowed rest, until 

He shall start with glad surprise, 
And from slumber sweet arise ! 


“1 
a 
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In the British House of Commons, 
some eighty years ago, two newly chosen 
members took their places, each of whom 
afterwards became distinguished in the 
history of that body. They had become 
acquainted at the University of Cam- 
bridge, were strongly united by friend- 
ship, and had each, on attaining to man- 
hood, formed the deliberate purpose of 
entering public life. Of these two, one 
was William Pitt, the other was William 
Wilberforce. 

Neither of these members of Parlia- 
ment had at this time passed the age of 
twenty-one, and the latter was of extreme- 
ly youthful appearance. Small of stature 
and slight in frame, his delicate aspect 
was redeemed from effeminacy by a head 
of classic contour, a penetrating and me- 
lodious voice, an address which always 
won attention. His superior social en- 
dowments were fully recognized by the 
companions of his leisure ; nor was his in- 
fluence lessened by the fact, that by the 
death of his father and uncle he had be- 
come the only male representative of his 
family and the master of a goodly inheri- 
tance. He paid from the first close at- 
tention to the business of the House, and, 
though by no means anxious to be heard, 
showed, that, when called out by any oc- 
casion, he was fully competent to meet it. 
Representing his native city of Hull, his 
first public speech was on a topic imme- 
diately connected with her interests. 

The brilliant career of Mr. Pitt com- 
menced, as the reader knows, in early 
life. Passing by the mental exploits of 
his boyhood, we meet him at his entrance 
upon the public service. He had no 
sooner become a member of the House 
of Commons than it began to be remark- 
ed that in him appeared to be reprodu- 
ced those same qualities of statesmanship 
which had marked his illustrious father, 
Lord Chatham. Such powers, evinced 
by one who was but just stepping upon 
the stage of public life, first excited sur- 
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prise, which was quickly followed by ad- 
miration. That strength of thought and 
keenness of analysis, which, seizing upon 
a subject, bring out at once its real ele- 
ments of importance, and present them 
in their practical bearings, deducing the 
course dictated by a wise policy, had 
hitherto been regarded, by those who 
found themselves the willing auditors of 
a youth, as the ripened fruits of experi- 
ence alone. 

England was at this time at war not 
only with her American colonies, but with 
France, Spain, and Holland. Weaken- 
ed by these prolonged conflicts, her fi- 
nances drained, her huge debt increas- 
ing every day, her condition called loud- 
ly for a change of policy. The cause of 
American Independence was not without 
its advocates in the House, and among 
these Mr. Pitt was soon found, uttering 
his sentiments without reserve. Prob- 
ably no individual of that body exerted 
a stronger influence than he in securing 
for this country the full recognition of 
her rights. Of the manner in which he 
was accustomed to treat of the American 
War, here is a single specimen. After 
speaking of it as “ conceived in injustice, 
brought forth and nurtured in folly,” and 
continually draining the country of its vi- 
tal resources of men and treasure, he pro- 
ceeds : — 

“ And what had the British nation gain- 
ed in return? Nothing but a series of 
ineffective victories and severe defeats,— 
victories celebrated only by a temporary 
triumph over our brethren, whom we were 
endeavoring to trample down and destroy, 
—which filled the land with mourning 
for dear and valuable relatives slain in 
the vain attempt to enforce uncondi- 
tional submission, or with narratives of 
the glorious exertions of men struggling 
under every difficulty and disadvantage 
in the sacred cause of liberty. Where 
was the Englishman, who, on reading the 
accounts of these sanguinary and well- 


1861.] 


fought battles, could refrain from lament- 
ing the loss of so much British blood spill- 
ed in such a contest, or from weeping, 
whichever side victory might be declar- 
ed?” 

It was not unusual for Mr. Pitt, when 
he addressed the House on a topic of 
sufficient magnitude to call forth his pow- 
ers, to be followed by plaudits so loud 
and long-continued that the next speaker 
found difficulty in securing quiet in order 
to be heard. While in the youth was rec- 
ognized the sagacity of the late Lord 
Chatham, it was declared that the elo- 
quence of the father was exceeded by 
that of the son. Signal services to the 
country were augured, even by his op- 
ponents, from one of such extraordinary 
abilities and manifest integrity of pur- 
pose. He began to be looked upon as 
capable of holding the highest trusts, fit- 
ted for the gravest responsibilities. Hard- 
ly can history furnish a parallel to the 
case of so young a person solicited by his 
sovereign to take the lead of his adminis- 
tration, and declining the honor. Yet 
such, in this instance, was the fact. 

A change in the Ministry having be- 
come necessary, it was proposed that Mr. 
Pitt should be appointed First Lord of the 
Treasury in the place of Lord Shelburne. 
That this appointment should be made 
was known to be expressly desired by the 
King. The friends of the young states- 
man were delighted. They advised by 
all means that the offer should at once be 
accepted. But, undazzled by his own un- 
precedented success, he weighed the mat- 
ter coolly and deliberately. 

That Mr. Pitt had a due sense of his 
own powers is evident. Early in his po- 
litical life he had expressed his unwilling- 
ness to hold office under circumstances 
where he must execute measures which 
had originated in other minds rather than 
his own. As this was declining before- 
hand all subordinate office, an excessive 
modesty could hardly have been the cause 
of his backwardness at this juncture. It 
must be sought elsewhere. It is found 
in the opinion which he entertained that 
the Ministry now about to be formed could 
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never be an efficient one. The union 
which had recently taken place between 
parties whose political enmity had been 
extreme indicated to him an equally ex- 
treme opposition to the Government. The 
coalition between Lord North and Mr. 
Fox would, he anticipated, be the occa- 
sion of such a tide of hostility in the 
House of Commons as he was too wary 
to be willing to stem. 

It was argued that he was needed; that 
an exigency had arisen which no one but 
himself could adequately meet ; the coun- 
try, in her adverse hour, must have his 
services; the King desired them, solicited 
them. With a remarkable degree of ret- 
icence he declined all these overtures, 
and in a letter addressed to his sovereign 
gave a most respectful, but decided nega- 
tive. 

Yet fame still followed him, and hon- 
or and office still claimed him as their 
rightful recipient. With the lapse of time 
came changes, and public affairs present- 
ed themselves in new and unexpected as- 
pects. The vast empire of the East loom- 
ed up before the vision of statesmen and 
legislators in hitherto unimagined splen- 
dors, and with claims upon attention which 
could not be set aside. At the India 
House considerations of momentous in- 
terest had arisen. Mr. Pitt entered deep- 
ly into these affairs, connected as they 
were with the onward progress of Brit- 
ish rule in Hindostan. A crisis occurred 
at this time, in which, having the pow- 
er, he could serve his country with man- 
ifest advantage to her interests. At this 
juncture the offer of the King was renew- 
ed. It came now just at the right time, 
and the young statesman was found as 
ready to accept as he had before been 
prompt to decline. Mr. Pitt became the 
Prime-Minister of George IIL, and hence- 
forth his history is blended with the move- 
ments of the Government. 

Mr. Wilberforce had also at this time 
taken a strong hold upon public life. 
His energies were enlisted in favor of 
the Governmental party, of which Mr. 
Pitt had become the leader. Returning 
from a journey into France, which they 
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had made together, these two friends en- 
tered upon their respective duties. With 
regard to the question at issue, Yorkshire, 
the largest county in England, had not 
yet defined her position with a sufficient 
degree of distinctness. Here Mr. Wilber- 
force possessed landed estates, and here 
he was prepared to uphold the consist- 
ency and integrity of the Administra- 
tion. That peculiar persuasive power, 
that silver-toned eloquence, which in af- 
ter years won for him so much influence 
in the House of Commons, here perhaps 
for the first time found full play and tri- 
umphant success. His power over the 
minds of men certainly was brought to a 
rigorous test. 

It was on a chilly day, amid falling 
hail, that he addressed a crowd of peo- 
ple in the castle-yard at York. They 
had listened already to several speakers, 
were weary, and about to separate, when 
Mr. Wilberforce appeared on the stand 
and began to speak. Silence was at once 
secured, and so perfectly were they sway- 
ed by his words that all signs of oppo- 
sition or impatience disappeared. For 
more than an hour, notwithstanding un- 
favorable circumstances, he held their at- 
tention, winning them to harmony with 
his own political views. This was not 
all. Before the assembly dispersed, it 
was whispered from one to another, “ We 
must have this man for our county mem- 
ber.” The election of a member for 
Yorkshire was nigh at hand, and when 
its results were made known, he found 
himself in the influential position of “a 
representative of the tenth part of Eng- 
land.” 

To this same member for Yorkshire, in 
conjunction with the Prime-Minister of 
England, we are indebted for the first 
Parliamentary agitation of a topic which 
has since been fruitful enough in discus- 
sion, — Arrican SLAVERY. 

The introduction of this subject into 
Parliament, during the administration of 
Pitt, was by no means the fruit of a sud- 
den impulse, but was rather the matured 
expression of a series of preliminary ef- 
forts. In private circles, the Slave-Trade 
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had been already denounced and pro- 
tested against, as unworthy of a civilized, 
not to say a Christian people. In cer 
tain quarters, too, the press had become 
the exponent of these sentiments. Pos- 
sibly, in their beginnings, no person did 
more in the exertion of those means which 
have wrought into the heart of the Eng- 
lish people such undying hatred to Ne- 
gro Slavery than the amiable recluse 
whose writings can never die so long as 
lovers of poetry continue to live. Who 
has not at times turned away from the best- 
loved of the living poets, to regale him. 
self with the compact, polished, sweetly 
ringing numbers of Cowper? On the 
subject of Slavery he had already given 
expression to his thoughts in language 
which at the present day, in certain por- 
tions of the United States, must subject 
his works to a strict expurgatorial pro- 
cess. He had exposed to the world the 
injustice of the system, and had thrown 
around his words the magic of song. 

It would not, of course, be possible to 
proceed in these reminiscences without 
coming at once upon the names of Gran- 
ville Sharp and Thomas Clarkson. ‘The 
clerk who became a law-student, that 
he might be qualified to substantiate the 
truth that a slave could not exist on Brit- 
ish soil, the Cambridge graduate, awak- 
ened by the preparation of his own prize- 
essay to a sympathy with the slave, which 
never, during a long life, flagged for an 
hour, need not be eulogized to-day. The 
latter of these gentlemen repeatedly visit- 
ed Mr. Wilberforce and conferred with 
him upon this subject, imparting to him 
the fruit of his own careful and minute in- 
vestigations. These consisted of certain 
well-authenticated items of information 
and documentary evidence concerning 
the trade and the cruelties growing out 
of it. The public efforts which followed, 
though hardly originated by these confer- 
ences, were probably hastened by them. 
Nor should it be forgotten that a small 
knot of individuals, mostly Quakers, had 
associated themselves under the name of 
“The London Committee.” This, if not 
an anti-slavery society, was the nucleus 
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of what afterwards became one. These 
hitherto unrecognized efforts were about 
to receive fresh encouragement and ac- 
quire new efficiency. The influences 
which had worked in silence and among 
a few were about to be brought out to 
the light. 

It was on the 5th of May, 1788, that a 
motion was introduced into the House of 
Commons haying for its object the aboli- 
tion of the Slave-Trade. It was brought 
forward by Mr. Pitt. He intended to 
secure its discussion early in the next 
session. Mr, Wilberforce, he hoped, 
would then be present, whose seat was 
now vacant by reason of severe illness. 
He had been, indeed, at one time, given 
over by his physicians, but had been as- 
sured by Mr. Pitt, that, even in case of a 
fatal result of his disease, the cause of 
African freedom should not die. 

The idea of possible legislation on this 
subject was no sooner broached than it 
was at once taken up and found able ad- 
vocates. Here Pitt and Fox were of one 
mind, and were supported by the veteran 
advocate for justice and right, Edmund 
Burke. The latter had some years be- 
fore attempted to call attention to this 
very subject. Certain Bristol merchants, 
his wealthy constituents, had thus been 
grievously offended at the aberrations of 
the representative of their city. As ear- 
ly as 1780 he had drawn up an elaborate 
“ Negro Code,” of which it may be said, 
that, had some of its regulations been heed- 
ed, at least one leaf in the world’s history 
would have presented a different reading 
from that which it now bears. Mr. Burke 
was at this time in the decline of life, and 
was well pleased that other and younger 
advocates were enlisted in the same great 
cause. 

A bill was brought forward at this ses- 
sion, by one of the friends of the cause, 
Sir W. Dolben, for lessening immediately 
the cruelties of the trade. It will be re- 
membered that up to this time slave-ships 
had sailed up the Thames all unmolested, 
were accustomed to fit out for their voy- 
ages, and, having disposed of their car- 
goes, to return. A vessel of this descrip- 
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tion had arrived at the port of London. 
The subject of the traflic having become 
invested with interest, a portion of the 
members of the House paid a visit to the 
ill-starred craft. The deplorably narrow 
quarters where hundreds of human be- 
ings were to be stowed away during the 
weeks that might be necessary to make 
their passage produced upon the minds 
of these gentlemen a most unfavorable 
impression. ‘The various insignia of the 
trade did not tend to lessen this, but rath- 
er changed disgust into horror. Some- 
thing must be done for the reformation 
of these abuses, and that immediately. 
The bill for regulating the trade passed 
both Houses, notwithstanding a vigorous 
opposition, and became a law. By the 
provisions of this bill the trade was so 
restricted that owners and officers of ves- 
sels were forbidden by law to receive such 
excessive cargoes as they had hitherto 
done. The number of slaves should 
henceforth be limited and regulated by 
the tonnage of the ship. This was some- 
thing gained. But the anti-slavery par- 
ty, though in its infancy, had already 
begun to show the features of its maturer 
days. Its strenuous and uncompromis- 
ing nature began to manifest itself. The 
law for regulating the trade displeased 
the members who sought its abolition. 
They were, however, pacified by the as- 
surance that this was by no means re- 
garded as a remedy for the evil, but sim- 
ply as a check upon its outrages. 

In the spring of the following year, in 
pursuance of Mr. Pitt's motion, the sub- 
ject was again brought forward. Mr. Wil- 
berforce was now ready for the oceasion, 
and on the 12th of May, 1789, in a speech 
of three hours and a half, he held the 
attention of the House, while he unfold- 
ed the African Slave-Trade in its several 
points of view,— its nature, being founded 
in injustice, its cruelties, the terrible mor- 
tality of the slave-ship, the demoralizing 
influence of the trade upon British sail- 
ors, and the astonishing waste of life 
among them, as well as among the cap- 
tive negroes. 

The speech was declared to be one 
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of the ablest ever delivered before the 
House. The speaker was also well sus- 
tained by Pitt and Fox. Mr. Burke said 
of this performance, —‘“ The House, the 
nation, and Europe are under great and 
serious obligations to the honorable gen- 
tleman, for having brought forward the 
subject in a manner the most masterly, 
impressive, and eloquent.” “ It was,” said 
Bishop Porteus, who was present, “a glo- 
rious night for this country.” 

The subject was now fairly afloat. The 
anti-slavery agitation had sprung to a vig- 
orous life. The “irrepressible conflict ” 
was begun. Nor can it be denied that 
its beginning was highly respectable. If 
there be any good in elevated social rank 
joined to distinguished ability, if there be 
any advantage in the favor of honorable 
and right-minded men, any dignity in 
British halls of legislation, the advocate 
of anti-slavery doctrines may claim alli- 
ance with them all. ; 

One inevitable effect of the interest 
thus awakened was to render those en- 
listed in favor of the trade aware of 
their position, and alert to prevent any 
interference on the part of the Govern- 
ment. The alarm spread. The mer- 
chants of Liverpool and Bristol must 
maintain their ground. In various quar- 
ters were set forth the advantages of the 
trade. It was no injustice to the negro, 
but rather a benefit. The trader was no 
robber or oppressor ; he was a benefactor, 
in that by his means the native African 
was taken from a heathen land and 
brought to live among Christians. At 
home, he was the victim of savage war- 
fare; by the slave-ship his life was pro- 
longed and his salvation rendered possi- 
ble. 

Witnesses on both sides were now 
summoned for examination before Par- 
liamentary committees. The premises 
from which conclusions had been drawn 
must be thoroughly sifted. The evidence 
collected was manifold; to dispose of it 
required time, and with time the op- 
ponents of the Abolition Bill gathered 
strength. The next year and the fol- 
lowing its advocates still maintained its 
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claims. The third year of its presenta- 
tion opened with high hopes of its suc- 
cess. Its friends had increased in num- 
ber, and so marked was the inferiority 
of their opponents in talents and influ- 
ence, at this time, that the contest was 
known as “ The War of the Pigmies 
against the Giants.” But the pigmies, 
being numerous, gained the vote, and it 
only remained for the giants to return 
with renewed vigor to the contest in the 
following year. 

In 1792 the debate began with spirit. 
During this discussion Mr. Pitt was most 
prominent. The great subject of the Re- 
sources of Africa had recently engaged 
his attention. This subject, then an al- 
most untried theme, seems not unlikely 
in our day to take precedence of all oth- 
ers in connection with the fate of the ne- 
gro. It has been argued, and that wise- 
ly, that only by strengthening the African 
at home can he ever be respected abroad. 
In the productions of his native soil lie 
materials for trade vastly better than the 
buying and selling of men, women, and 
children. The fomenting of wars, where- 
by captives may be secured, may well be 
superseded by the culture of the coffee- 
tree and the cotton-plant. 

Mr. Clarkson, who left no effort un- 
tried which might in any manner pro- 
mote the interests of the cause, regarded 
as one important means to this end the 
diffusion of knowledge concerning that 
unknown and mysterious region. He 
had therefore procured from Africa spe- 
cimens of some of the actual products of 
the country, to which he called the atten- 
tion of the Premier. The specimens of 
ivory and gold, of ebony and mahogany, 
of valuable gums and cotton cloth, awoke 
a new vein of thought in the mind of the 
statesman. The resources of such a coun- 
try should be brought into use for her 
own benefit and for the promotion of 
commerce. When his turn came to ad- 
dress the House, he presented this view, 
pursuing it at some length, and attack- 
ing on this ground the trade in slaves. 
That exuberant imagination which he 
was accustomed to rein in, yet which well 
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knew how to sport itself in its own airy 
realm, was here suffered to take wing. 
He pictured to his enraptured audience 
the civilization and glory of Africa, when, 
in coming years, delivered from the curse 
of the Slave-Trade, she should take her 
place among the nations. 

Wilberforce, in writing to one of his 
friends concerning this speech, after men- 
tioning the admiration expressed by one 
who was no friend to Pitt, adds, —“ For 
the last twenty minutes he seemed really 
inspired.” 

A bill was introduced at this time for 
putting an end to the whole business in a 
certain number of years. The year 1800 
was named as the extreme limit of the 
continuance of the traffic, that depart- 
ment of it by which British vessels sup- 
plied foreign nations being abandoned at 
once. 

The bill for gradual abolition displeas- 
ed those who were most deeply interested 
in the matter. The clear-headed sagaci- 
ty of Pitt, the patriotism of Fox, and the 
moral sense of Wilberforce led them to 
the expression of the same view. There 
could be no compromise between right 
and wrong; that which required redress 
some years hence required it now. It 
was, moreover, they were certain, in 
some minds only a pretext for delay, as 
the event proved. 

If the advocates of the discontinu- 
ance of the Slave-Trade had in the be- 
ginning anticipated an easy victory, they 
had before this become convinced of their 
mistake. The prospect, which had looked 
bright and hopeful, pointing to a happy 
consummation, after a period of encour- 
agement again grew dark and doubtful. 
Instead of a speedy adjustment, they 
found themselves involved in a long con- 
test. Opponents increased in strength 
and activity. Wars and convulsions, rend- 
ing the nations of Europe, engrossed the 
thoughts of public men. As years passed 
on, the Abolition Bill became a sort of fix- 
ture. It grew into a saying, that “only 
the eloquence of Pitt and Wilberforce ” 
made the House willing to endure its men- 
tion at all. The amount of documentary 
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evidence became formidable in quantity 
and tedious in detail. For collecting this 
evidence Mr. Clarkson had now the most 
ample means, in the persons of those 
who, whether as sailors, soldiers, or sci- 
entific men, had become acquainted with 
Western Africa. In the work of re- 
ducing these masses of facts to a system, 
making them available for purposes of 
public debate, a most efficient aid was 
found in Mr. Zachary Macaulay. The 
father of the celebrated historian was 
most unrelaxing in his zeal for Abolition, 
and, possessing a memory of singular te- 
nacity, he came to be regarded, in this 
peculiar department of knowledge, as a 
very perfect encyclopedia. Nor, in men- 
tioning the advocates of the suppression 
of the monster evil, should we ever forget 
one who to an overflowing goodness of 
heart added an inimitable richness and 
delicacy of humor,—James Stephen. His 
influence in Parliament was always given 
in favor of Abolition, and he was also the 
author of several able pamphlets on the 
subject. He had been at one period of 
his life a resident in the West India Col- 
onies, and the hatred of the slave-system 
which he there imbibed remained un- 
changed through life. 

While, as has been seen, these labors 
were becoming complicated and ardu- 
ous, the opposition was growing not only 
strong, but violent. Anti-slavery peti- 
tions, intended for presentation in Par- 
liament, must be sent in strong boxes, 
addressed, not to the leaders of the cause, 
but to private persons, lest they should 
be opened and their contents destroyed. 
Mr. Wilberforce is requested, when writ- 
ing to a friend in Liverpool, not to frank 
his own letter, lest it should never be re- 
ceived. Correspondence on this subject 
must be carried on anonymously, and ad- 
dressed to persons not known to be inter- 
ested. ‘This was not the worst. ‘To ran- 
dom words of defiant opposition were add- 
ed threats of personal violence. For a 
space of two years the friends of Mr. Wil- 
berforee were annoyed by a desperate 
man who had declared that he would take 
the life of the Yorkshire member. But, 
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to do justice to the advocates of the trade, 
there was one form of violence which 
they appear never to have contemplat- 
ed:— secession. The injured slave-mer- 
chants of that time never thought of 
conspiring against the government un- 
der which they lived. That was reserv- 
ed for a later day. 

Yet, while appearances were so dark, 
the cause was actually gaining ground. 
The moral sense of the nation was be- 
coming aroused. The scattered sympa- 
thies of the religious classes were con- 
centrating. Already public sentiment in 
certain quarters was outgrowing the move- 
ments of Parliament, and the impatient 
friends of the negro declared that the 
leaders of the cause had given up! 

In rebutting this charge, Mr. Wilber- 
force took high ground. He declared 
that for himself his aim in this thing was 
the service of God, and, that having com- 
mitted himself to this enterprise, he was 
not at liberty to go back. Believing that 
these efforts on behalf of an injured peo- 
ple were in accordance with the will of 
the Almighty, he expressed himself con- 
fident that the divine attributes were en- 
listed in the work and sure of the ulti- 
mate success of the cause. Of his sin- 
cerity and honesty in this matter we need 
not speak. By common consent he takes 
place among those who in this world have 
been permitted to illustrate on an extend- 
ed scale the power and beauty of the 
Christian life. As a reformer of the 
abuses of society he is often cited as a 
model, uniting to a singular purity and 
sweetness of spirit an immovable firmness 
of will. To these blended and diverse 
qualities was owing, in a great measure, 
the final success of the long-contested 
Abolition Bill. Seldom, indeed, has the 
patience of an advocate been put to a 
severer test than during the protracted 
period that the bill for the suppression of 
the Slave-Trade was before the House. 
To push it forward when there was an 
opening, and to withdraw when effort was 
useless or worse than useless, was the 
course pursued for a series of years. The 
subject, meanwhile, was never lost sight 


England and Emancipation. 


[ December, 


of; when nothing more could be done, 
the House were reminded that it was still 
in reserve. 

Early in the present century a favor- 
able conjuncture of events led to vigorous 
efforts for the attainment of the long de- 
sired object. The antagonistic policy was 
now rather to hinder the progress of the 
Abolition Bill than to oppose the ultimate 
extinction of the trade. Of the support- 
ers of this policy it was remarked by Mr. 
Pitt, that “they who wished to protract 
the season of conflict, whatever might be 
their professions, really wished to uphold 
the system.” 

Notwithstanding certain covert efforts 
on the part of the opposition, the prospect 
gradually brightened. Several new and 
influential members were added to the 
London Society, — among them Henry 
Brougham. The Trish members, who, in 
consequence of the completed union with 
England, took their seats in Parliament, 
were almost to a man in favor of Aboli- 
tion. In 1805 success seemed about to 
be obtained. But before the final passage 
of the Abolition Bill came sorrow of heart 
to its friends. Mr. Pitt, having run a 
political career whose unexampled bril- 
lianey and usefulness had well fulfilled 
his early promise, died in the very prime 
of life. A year had hardly passed, when 
his great political rival, Mr. Fox, was no 
more. Both of these distinguished men 
had been, as we have seen, from the be- 
ginning of the contest, the friends of Abo- 
lition. Said Mr. Fox, on his death-bed, 
—“ Two things I wish earnestly to see 
accomplished: peace with Europe, and 
the abolition of the Slave-Trade ; but of 
the two I wish the latter.” 

Notwithstanding the death of its friends, 
the Abolition Bill was steadily making 
its way. The “vexed question ” of near 
twenty years was about to be set at rest. 
Opposition had grown feeble, and in May, 
1807, the bill which made the Slave- 
Trade a crime wherever the British rule 
extended passed both Houses and became 
a law. 

It was a day of triumphant joy. This 
was felt by the friends of Abolition at 
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large, and especially by its advocates. 
These received everywhere the warmest 
congratulations. Mr. Wilberforce, on en- 
tering the House of Commons just before 
the passage of the bill, was greeted with 
rounds of’ applause. 

That Slavery had received its death- 
blow was fully believed at this time. Af 
rica being delivered from the traflic, the 
institution itself, its supplies being cut off, 
must necessarily wither and die. This 
was the common view of the matter; and 
the more effectually to secure this result, 
negotiations were entered into with other 
European governments for the suppres- 
sion of the trade in their dominions. In 
America, the Congress of the United 
States passed a law prohibiting the Af 
rican Slave-Trade after the year 1808, 
the period indicated in the Constitution, 
—the law taking effect a few years later. 
Napoleon, restored from his first banish- 
ment, and once more wielding the scep- 
tre of power, caused a law to be passed 
forbidding the trade in the French Colo- 
nies. The friends of the negro were ev- 
erywhere high in hope that the days of 
Slavery were numbered. Starved out, 
the monster must inevitably die. So sure 
were they of this result, that in England 
their efforts had all along been directed 
against the trade. The institution itself 
had been comparatively untouched. 

A few years passed, and it began to be 
evident to those who had been active in 
the great conflict that the law against 
the Slave-Trade was less effectual than 
had been anticipated. The ocean was 
wide, the African coast a thousand miles 
long, and desperate men were not want- 
ing who were disposed to elude the statute 
for the sake of large gains. Nor need 
they fail to secure suitable markets for the 
sale of their ill-gotten cargoes. But into 
this part of our subject it may not be well 
to pry too closely. 

If the friends of the African cause had 
supposed their work accomplished, when 
their first success was attained, their error 
It was pleasant to 
repose upon the laurels so dearly won ; 
but another battle must be fought, and 
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this necessity soon became apparent. But 
a few years elapsed and the negro was 
again made the subject of legislative con- 
sideration. Mr. Wilberforce was still a 
member of the House, though most of 
those with whom he had been associated 
at the beginning of his public life were 
dead. Forty years had passed since he 
first took his seat, but he was ready once 
more to take up the cause of the defence- 
less. The abuses perpetrated against the 
West Indian negro called loudly for Gov- 
ernmental interference. 

Since 1807 little had been done save 
the passage of the Registry Bill, which 
had been secured by Mr. Wilberforce in 
1816. This was of the nature of an in- 
vestigation into the actual state of the 
West India Colonies with respect to the 
illicit commerce in slaves. Mild as this 
measure appeared, it proved the opening 
wedge of much that followed. It was in 
fact the first of a series of movements 
which issued in momentous events, even 
the emancipation of all the slaves in the 
British Colonies. The passage of this 
bill was followed by an increased expres- 
sion of interest in the matter of Negro 
Slavery ; this was evinced in a number 
of valuable publications issued at this 
time, —able pamphlets from the pens of 
Mr. Wilberforce, Mr. Stephen, and oth- 
ers. The labors of the London Society 
have already been noticed ; and after the 
passage of the law of 1807 we find in ex- 
istence the “ African Institution,” under 
which name the friends of the negro were 
associated for the purpose of watching 
over his interests, more particularly with 
regard to the operation of the law. But 
during the period of repose which fol- 
lowed the first anti-slavery triumph, a 
portion of this body, losing its original 
activity, had become comparatively su- 
pine. 

In 1818, Thomas Fowell Buxton, whose 
Quaker mother had instilled into him a 
hatred of African Slavery, became a 
member of Parliament. Having soon 
after joined himself to the African Insti- 
tution, he became somewhat mortified at 
the apathy of the friends of the slave, as 
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here embodied. He was frank and out- 
spoken, and gave expression to his in- 
dignant feeling without reserve. The 
next day the young member for Wey- 
mouth found himself addressed by Wil- 
berforce, for whom he entertained a high 
veneration, and warmly thanked for the 
earnest utterance of his sentiments the 
evening before. 

After this Mr. Wilberforce conferred 
freely with Mr. Buxton upon the subject 
of Slavery in its manifold details. In a 
letter written not far from this time he 
unfolded the matter concerning the ne- 
groes of the West Indian plantations, the 
cruelties to which they were subjected, 
and the abuses which grew out of the sys- 
tem. Something must be done. Measures 
must be taken of a protective character at 
least, and the work must be prosecuted 
with vigor. Such was the view present- 
ed by Mr. Wilberforce. Warned by age 
and infirmity that the period of his retire- 
ment from publie life could not be far 
distant, he wished that the cause which 
had been with him a paramount one might 
be passed to able and faithful hands. 

How Mr. Buxton responded to this 
call the subsequent history of the anti- 
slavery cause unfolds. He had already 
shown, that, as a member of the House, 
he was to make no light impression, what- 
ever might be the objects which should 
enlist his efforts. 

At this juncture there was formed in 
London a new anti-slavery society. Its 
object was explicitly stated to be “the 
mitigation and gradual abolition of Sla- 
very throughout the British dominions.” 
In looking over the names of its officers 
and leading members, we find not those 
of the early Abolitionists alone: by the 
side of Zachary Macaulay we find the 
name of his more distinguished son, and 
that of Wilberforce is similarly followed. 

In behalf of the African there existed 
a somewhat widely spread public sympa- 
thy, the fruit of the previous long-continu- 
ed presentation of the subject, and at this 
time it seemed about to be aroused. Sev- 
eral petitions, having reference to Slavery, 
were sent into the House of Commons. 
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The first of these came from the Quakers, 
and Mr. Wilberforce, on presenting it, 
took occasion to make an address to the 
House. In place of Mr. Pitt now stood 
Mr. Canning, who inquired of Mr. Wil- 
berforce if he intended to found upon 
his remarks any motion. He replied, — 
“No; but that such was the intention 
of an esteemed friend of his.” Mr. Bux- 
ton then announced his intention of sub- 
mitting to the House a motion that the 
state of Slavery in the British Colonies be 
taken into consideration. 

On the 15th of May, 1823, the expect- 
ed debate took place. Mr. Buxton be- 
gan by moving a resolution, “ That the 
state of Slavery is repugnant to the prin- 
ciples of the British Constitution and of 
the Christian Religion, and that it ought 
to be gradually abolished throughout the 
British Colonies, with as much expedition 
as may be found consistent with a due re- 
gard to the well-being of the parties con- 
cerned.” 

A lively debate followed, and certain 
resolutions drawn up by Mr. Canning 
were finally carried. These articles, as 
well as Mr. Buxton’s motion, had in view 
a gradual improvement in the condition 
and character of the slaves. In pursu- 
ance of the object to be attained, circular 
letters were addressed to the Colonial 
authorities, recommending, with regard to 
the negroes, certain enlargements of priv- 
ileges. These letters were extremely 
moderate in their tone. The reforms 
were simply recommended, not authori- 
tatively enjoined ; in the language of Mr. 
Canning, the movement was such a one 
“as should be compatible with the well- 
being of the slaves themselves, with the 
safety of the Colonies, and with a fair and 
equitable consideration of the rights of 
private property.” 

Moderate as were the measures first 
set on foot for the improvement of the 
social state of the slaves, the authors 
were not by that means secured from 
opposition. This was accompanied, on 
the part of the West India planters, by 
such an extreme violence as was hardly 
expected, at least by the Premier, who 
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had so favorably met the introduction of 
the subject, if he had not actually com- 
mitted himself to the work. The lead- 
ers of the moyement, who had but just 
now been borne onward by the wave of 
public approval, found themselves fiercely 
denounced. Here is a brief paragraph 
which appeared at that time in a Jamaica 
newspaper : — 

“ We pray the imperial Parliament to 
amend their origin, which is bribery ; to 
cleanse their consciences, which are cor- 
rupt; to throw off their disguise, which is 
hypocrisy ; to break off with their false 
allies, who are the saints; and finally, to 
banish from among them the purchased 
rogues, who are three-fourths of their 
number.” 

Among the reforms recommended to 
the Colonists, by the circular letters of 
the Government, was one which had ref- 
erence to the indecent flogging of the fe- 
male slaves, and also a suggestive re- 
straint upon corporal punishment in gen- 
eral. This called forth in a Colonial pa- 
per the following, which certainly has the 
merit of being entirely unambiguous : — 

“We did and do declare the whip to 
be essential to West India discipline, ay, 
as essential, my Lord Calthorpe, as the 
freedom of the press and the trial by ju- 
ry to the liberty of the subject in Britain, 
and to be justified on equally legitimate 
ground. The comfort, welfare, and hap- 
piness of our laboring classes cannot sub- 
sist without it.” 

These specimens of the fierceness of 
abuse with which the Government was as- 
sailed may perhaps prepare the reader for 
that last resort of indignant discontent on 
the part of the governed, — the threat of 
secession! Yes; Jamaica will break away 
from the tyranny of which she is the much 
abused object, she will free herself from 
the oppression of the mother country, and 
then, — what next ?—she will seek for 
friendship and protection from the Unit- 
ed States! How soon this threat, if per- 
sisted in and carried out into action, would 
have been silenced by the thunder of 
British cannon, we need not stay to con- 
sider. 
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To this clamor of the opposition the 
more timid of the Anti-Slavery party 
were disposed to yield, at least for a sea- 
son. The Government showed little dis- 
position to press the improvements which 
it had recommended. Mr. Canning seem- 
ed apprehensive that he had committed 
himself too far, and was inclined to post- 
pone, to wait for a season, to give the West 
Indians time for reflection, before legis- 
lating further. The chief advocate of 
the slave began to realize, that, of those 
who had encouraged and codperated with 
him, but few, in a moment of real diffi- 
culty, could be relied upon. But he 
was not to be baffled. ‘ Good, honest 
Buxton ” had made up his mind that the 
world should be somewhat the better for 
his having lived in it, and he had chosen 
as the object of his beneficent labors the 
very lowest of his fellow-subjects, — the 
negro slave of the West Indies. Tle was, 
moreover, a vigorous thinker and an in- 
vineible debater, and, once embarked in 
this cause, he had no thought of draw- 
ing back. So exclusive was his zeal, 
that at one time Mr. O'Connell, vexed 
that the claims of his constituents were 
set aside, electrified the House by ex- 
claiming, “ Oh! I wish we were blacks!” 
The Irish orator had all along supported 
the Abolition cause, and spoken words of 
good cheer to Mr. Buxton ; but now his 
impatient patriotism finds vent in ex- 
claiming,—“ If the Trish people were but 
black, we should have the honorable mem- 
ber from Weymouth coming down as large 
as life, supported by all the ‘friends of 
humanity’ in the back rows, to advocate 
their cause.” 

There was truth here, as well as wit, 
showing not only Mr. Buxton’s absorp- 
tion in the cause which he had espoused, 
but his inspiring influence on other minds. 
His indomitable energy was always sure 
to grow stronger after defeat, and the 
strength of his own belief in the justice 
of his cause of itself increased the faith 
of its friends. 

In the onward course of events the 
violence of the West Indians assumed 
different phases, and one of the most 
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memorable of these had respect to the 
religious teachers of the slaves. ‘They 
had been sent out by various bodies of 
Christians in England, commencing near- 
ly a hundred years before these anti- 
slavery efforts. The object of the mis- 
sionary was a definite one, to christian- 
ize the negroes. He knew well, before en- 
gaging in his work, that those who might 
come under his instruction were slaves, 
and because they were slaves the call 
was all the louder upon his compassion. 
Yet his path of duty lay wide enough 
from any attempt to render the objects 
of his Christian efforts other than they 
were in their civil relations. Such were 
the instructions which the missionaries 
were accustomed to receive, on leaving 
England for a residence among the Col- 
onists. Nor was there ever, from the 
beginning to the ending of this stirring 
chapter in the history of Slavery, reason 
0 believe that these instructions had been 


disobeyed. Their labors had in some in-, 


stances been encouraged by the planters, 
and their influence acknowledged to be a 
valuable aid in the management of the 
negroes. But in these days of excite- 
ment and insubordination the missiona- 
ries were accused of encouraging diso- 
bedience in the slaves. When outbreaks 
occurred, the guilt was laid to the charge 
of the Christian teachers. Upon a mere 
suspicion, without a shadow of evidence, 
they were seized and thrown into prison. 
One of the most melancholy instances of 
this was that of the Rey. J. Smith, who 
was sentenced to be hanged, but died in 
prison, through hardships endured, be- 
fore the day of execution arrived. He 
was only one of several who suffered at 
the hands of the West Indians the gross- 
est injustice. The case of Mr. Shrewsbu- 
ry was at one time brought before the 
House. Mr. Canning made reference to 
him as “a gentleman in whose conduct 
there did not appear to be the slightest 
ground of blame or suspicion.” He was 
a Wesleyan missionary at Barbadoes, 
and, having fallen under suspicion, was 
also condemned to die. Among other 
charges, he was accused of having corre- 
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sponded with Mr. Buxton. Said the lat- 
ter, in an address to the House, — “ I 
never wrote to him a single letter, nor 
did I know that such a man existed, till 
Thappened to take up a newspaper, and 
there read, with some astonishment, that 
he was going to be hanged for correspond- 
ing with me!” 

If Englishmen and Christian ministers 
were condemned to death on such al- 
legations, adduced at mock trials, it is 
not strange that negroes sometimes lost 
their lives on similar grounds. After a 
rising among these people, several having 
been executed, the evidence of the guilt 
of a certain portion was reviewed in the 
House of Commons. The witness was 
asked whether he had found guns among 
the insurgents. He replied, “No; but 
he was shown a place where guns had 
been”! Had he found bayonets ? “No; 
but he was shown a basket where bayo- 
nets had been”! Unfortunately, the vic- 
tims of this species of evidence were al- 
ready hung when the review of the trial 
took place. 

This last incident brings us to another 
feature of those times, the actual insurree- 
tions which took place among the slaves. 
Passing by the lesser excitements of 
Barbadoes and Demerara, we come to 
the great rising in Jamaica in 1832. A 
servile war is generally represented as 
displaying at every point its banners of 
flame, plashing its feet meanwhile in the 
blood of women and children. But the 
great insurrection of 1832, which, as it 
spread, included fifty thousand negroes 
in its train, was in the beginning simply 
a refusal to work. 

Fiercely discussed by the masters, eman- 
cipation began to be spoken of among the 
slaves. Necessarily they must know some- 
thing about it; but, in their distorted and 
erroneous impressions, they believed that 
“the Great King of England” had set 
them free, and the masters were wilfully 
withholding the boon. 

There was one, a negro slave, whose 
dark glittering eye fascinated his fel- 
lows, and whose wondrous powers of 
speech drew them, despite themselves, 
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into the conspiracy. But he planned no 
murders, designed no house-burnings; to 
those who, under solemn pledge of secre- 
cy, joined him, he propounded a single 
idea. It was this. If we, the negroes, 
who are as five to one, compared to the 
white men, refuse to work any more un- 
til freedom is given, we shall have it. 
There will be some resistance, and a few 
of us will be killed; but that we must ex- 
pect. This, in substance, was the ground 
taken by Sharpe, who, as a slave, had al- 
ways been a favorite both with his mas- 
ter and others. This was the commence- 
ment of the great insurrection. Its lead- 
er had not counted upon the excitable 
spirit of the slaves when once aroused. 
Holding as sacred the property of his 
master, he believed his followers would 
do the same, until the light of burning 
barns and out-houses revealed the mis- 
chief which had begun to work. Yet, in 
the sanguinary struggle which followed, 
it is to be remembered that the excesses 
which were committed, the wanton waste 
of life, were on the part of the white resi- 
dents, who meted out vengeance with an 
unsparing hand, — not on the part of the 
negroes. 

One effect of this uprising of the slaves 
was, in England, to deepen the impres- 
sion of the evils of the system under 
which they were held. If the mere dis- 
cussion of Slavery were fraught with such 
terrible consequences, how could safety 
ever consist with the thing itself? By 
discussion they had but exercised their 
own rights as Englishmen. Of what use 
to them was Magna Charta, if they must 
seal their lips in silence when a public 
abuse required to be corrected, a gigan- 
tic wrong to be righted? Must they give 
up the ocean and the land to the domin- 
ion of the slave-owner and slave-trader, 
hushing the word of remonstrance, lest it 
should lead to war and bloodshed? N 03 
they would not do this. The thing itself 
which had caused these commotions must 
perish. 

Here was a decided gain for the friends 
of the slave in Parliament. Mr. Buxton, 
in alluding to the fearful aspect of the 
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times, asks the pertinent question, “ How 
is the Government prepared to act in 
case of a general insurrection among the 
slaves?” We give the closing para- 
graphs of his speech at this crisis. 

“JT will refer the House to the senti- 
ments of Mr. Jefferson, the President of 
the United States. Mr. Jefferson was 
himself a slave-owner, and full of the 
prejudices of slave-owners; yet ‘he left 
this memorable memorial to his country : 
‘I do, indeed, tremble for my country 
when I remember that God is just, and 
that His justice may not sleep forever. 
A revolution is among possible events; 
the Almighty has no attribute which would 
side with us in such a struggle.’ 

“This is the point which weighs most 
heavily with me. The Almighty has no 
attribute that will side with us in such a 
struggle. A war with an overwhelming 
physical force, a war with a climate fatal 
to the European constitution, a war in 
which the heart of the people of England 
would lean toward the enemy: it is haz- 
arding all these terrible evils; but all are 
light and trivial, compared with the con- 
viction I feel that in such a warfare it is 
not possible to ask nor can we expect the 
countenance of Heaven.” 

While events tended to bring the whole 
system of Slavery into odium, the leaders 
of the Abolition party were themselves 
changing their ground. They had begun 
with the hope of mitigating the hardships 
of the slave’s lot,—to place him upon the 
line of progression, and so ultimately to 
fit him for freedom. But they had found 
themselves occupying a false position, 
Slowly they came to the conclusion that 
for the slave little could be accomplished 
in the way of improvement, so long as he 
remained a slave. The complete extinc- 
tion of the system was now the object 
aimed at. At a crowded Anti-Slavery 
meeting held in May, 1830, Mr. Wilber- 
force presided. The first resolution, moy- 
ed by Mr. Buxton, was this, —“ That 
no proper or practicable means be left 
unattempted for effecting, at the earliest 
period, the entire abolition of Slavery 
throughout the British dominions.” At 
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a meeting held in Edinburgh similar lan- 
guage was used by Lord Jeffrey. Said 
Dr. Andrew Thomson, one of the most 
influential of the Scottish clergy, —“ We 
ought to tell the legislature, plainly and 
strongly, that no man has a right to prop- 
erty in man, — that there are eight hun- 
dred thousand individuals sighing in bond- 
age, under the intolerable evils of West 
Indian Slavery, who have as good a right 
to be free as we ourselves have,— that 
they ought to be free, and that they must 
be made free !” 

Another element at this time wrought 
in favor of the Abolitionists. Of the mis- 
sionaries who had suffered persecution in 
the Colonies, numbers had returned to 
England. These religious teachers, while 
plying their vocation in the West Indies, 
had acted in obedience to the imstruc- 
tions received from the societies which 
employed them. Necessarily, while in a 
slave country, they had been silent upon 
the subject of Slavery. But in truth they 
liked the institution as little as Mr. Bux- 
ton himself. Once in England, the seal 
of silence melted from their lips. Every- 
where in public and in private they made 
known the evils and cruelties of Slavery. 
Some of these persons had been examin- 
ed by Parliamentary committees, and be- 
ing acquitted of every suspicion of mis- 
statement, their testimony received this 
additional sanction. ‘The tale of wrong 
which they revealed was not told in vain. 
Each returned missionary exerted an in- 
fluence upon the religious body which he 
represented. The aggregate of this in- 
fluence was great. 

If, in the latter stages of the Emancipa- 
tion effort, the backwardness of the Ad- 
ministration was an evil omen, making 
final success a difficult achievement, this 
was balanced by reform in Parliament. 
At the recent elections, anti-slavery sen- 
timents in the candidate were in some 
quarters requisite to success. A story is 
told of a gentleman who had spent some 
time canvassing and found abundant evi- 
dence of this. At an obscure village he 
had been hailed with the question, wheth- 
ev he was trying to get into the Lords or 
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Commons. “ But,” added the simple ques- 
tioners, “ whichever you do get into, you 
must vote for the poor slaves.” 

To the aid of the Emancipation leaders 
there came now a new element, a power 
so strong that it required no small share 
of skill to hold it in, that it might work 
no evil in contributing to the desired end. 

Since the commencement of efforts for 
the slave a considerable period had pass- 
ed. These efforts extended, in fact, over 
nearly half a century. During that time, 
pamphlet after pamphlet and volume after 
volume had set forth the evils and abom- 
inations of Slavery, forcing the subject 
upon the public attention. The leaven 
had worked slowly, and for a portion of 
the time in comparative silence ; but the 
work was done. The British people were 
aroused. The great heart of the nation 
was beating in response to the appeals for 
justice and right which were made in 
their ears. The world can scarce furnish 
a parallel to this spectacle of moral sub- 
limity. It was the voice of a people, call- 
ing, in tones that must be heard, for jus- 
tice and freedom,—and that not for 
themselves, but for a distant, a defence- 
less race. 

The publication of a circular inviting 
Anti-Slavery delegates to London, a 
movement made by the leaders of the 
cause, in its results took the most enthu- 
siastic by surprise. More than three hun- 
dred appeared in answer to the call. Mr. 
Buxton met them in Exeter Hall. With 
a rampant freedom of opinion, there was 
little prospect of harmony of action be- 
ing attained, however desirable it might 
be. Through the influence of Mr. Bux- 
ton and his coadjutors, these men of con- 
flicting theories were brought into such a 
degree of harmonious action that an ad- 
dress was drawn up embodying their sen- 
timents and laid before Lord Althorp, at 
that time the head of the Administration. 
The strong outside pressure of the nation 
at large upon the Government was evi- 
dent. The strength of the Emancipation- 
ists in Parliament, also, had been carefully 
estimated, and success could no longer be 
doubted. 
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The fourteenth of May, 1833, witnessed 
an animated debate in the House. While 
the advocates of Emancipation desired 
for the negro unconditional freedom, they 
found the measure fettered by the pro- 
posal of Mr. Stanley, the Colonial Sec- 
retary, that he be placed for a number 
of years in a state of apprenticeship. 
Twelve years of this restricted freedom 
was, by the influence of Mr. Buxton, re- 
duced to seven, and the sum of twenty 
millions of pounds sterling being granted 
to the slave-owners, the bill for the abo- 
lition of Negro Slavery passed the House 
of Commons. With some delay it went 
through the Upper House, and on the 
28th of August, receiving the royal as- 
sent, it became a law. The apprentice- 
ship system was but short-lived, its evil- 
working leading to its abolition in its 
fourth year. 


It has been often said, with how much 
of truth it is not our purpose here to in- 
quire, that in this country the mention of 
the evils of Slavery is and must be fraught 
with most evil consequences. Yet the 
agitation of this subject, whether for good 
or evil, in the United States, is intimately 
connected with the whole movement in 
England. In the earlier stages of the 
measures directed against the trade, a 
hearty response was awakened here ; nor 
could the subsequent act of emancipa- 
tion fail to produce an impression eyery- 
where, and most of all among ourselves. 
United to the English nation by strong 
affinities, one with them in language and 
literature, yet cleaving still to the institu- 
tion which England had so energetically 
striven to destroy, could it be otherwise 
than that such a movement on her part 
should awaken an eager interest among 
us? Could such an event as the release 
from slavery of eight hundred thousand 
negroes in the British Colonies pass by 
unnoticed ? To suppose this is preposter- 
ous. It is not too much to say, that the 
effect of British emancipation was, at the 
time it took place, to give in certain por- 
tions of the United States an increased 
degree of life to the anti-slavery senti- 
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ment. No words could have been utter- 
ed, which, reaching the shores of Ameri- 
ea, would have been half so emphatic as 
this one act of the British nation. Among 
the causes which have nourished and 
strengthened the anti-slavery sentiment 
among us this has its place. Verily, 
if England gave us the poison, she has 
not been slow to proffer to us the anti- 
dote. 


Concerning the actual fruits of Eman- 
cipation, it may be asked, What have they 
been? The world looked on inquiringly 
as to how the enfranchised negroes would 
demean themselves. One fact has never 
been disputed. This momentous change 
in the social state of near a million of peo- 
ple took place without a single act of vio- 
ence on the part of the liberated slaves. 
Neither did the measure carry violence in 
its train. So far the act was successful. 
But that all which the friends of Emanci- 
pation hoped for has been attained, no one 
will assert. When, however, we hear of 
the financial ruin of the Islands, as a con- 
sequence of that measure, it may be well 
to inquire into their condition previous to 
its taking place. That the West India 
Colonies were trembling on the brink of 
ruin at the close of the last century is 
evident from their repeated petitions to 
the mother country to take some meas- 
ures to save them from utter bankruptcy. 
This can hardly be laid to the extinction 
of Slavery, for both Slavery and the Slave- 
Trade were at that time in the height of 
successful operation. 

Again, if the West Indian negro is not 
to-day all that might be wished, or even 
all that, under the influence of freedom, 
he had been expected to become, there 
may possibly be a complication of causes 
which has prevented his elevation. He 
has been allowed instruction, indeed, to 
some extent; the continued labors of those 
who contended for his freedom have se- 
cured to him the schoolmaster and the 
missionary. But this is not enough. Has 
he been taught the use of improved meth- 
ods of agriculture, the application of ma- 
chinery to the production of required re- 
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sults? Has he been encouraged to works 
of skill, to manufacturing arts even of the 
ruder kind? Has he not rather been sub- 
jected to the same policy which, before 
the Revolution, discountenanced manufac- 
tures among ourselves, and has caused 
the fabrics of the East Indies to be dis- 
used, and the factories of Ireland to stand 
still ? 

These questions need not be pursued. 
Yet, amid the conflicting voices of the evil 
days upon which we are fallen, now and 
then we hear lifted up a plea for Eman- 
cipation, an entreaty for the removal of 
the accursed thing which has plunged the 
happiest nation upon earth into the direst 
of calamities. 

Of the causes which have affected the 
success of Emancipation in the case before 
us, it may be remarked, that, so far as their 
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action has been pernicious, they would op- 
erate among ourselves less than in any 
colony of Great Britain, abundantly less 
than in the West Indies. The greater 
variety of employments with which the 
Maryland or Kentucky negro is familiar, 
his more frequent proficiency in mechan- 
ical pursuits, combined with other circum- 
stances, render him decidedly a more eli- 
gible subject for freedom than the negro 
of Jamaica. 

The changes which may issue in this 
country from the present commotions it 
were vain to predict. It may not, how- 
ever, be unwise, in considering, as we 
have done, an achievement nobly con- 
ceived and generously accomplished, to 
examine carefully into the causes which 
may have rendered it otherwise than 
completely successful in its results. 


UNION AND LIBERTY. 


Faq of the heroes who left us their glory, 
Borne through their battle-fields’ thunder and flame, 
Blazoned in song and illumined in story, 
Wave o’er us all who inherit their fame ! 
Up with our banner bright, 
Sprinkled with starry light, 
Spread its fair emblems from mountain to shore, 
While through the sounding sky 
Loud rings the Nation’s ery, — 
Union AND Liperty! ONE EVERMORE! 


Light of our firmament, guide of our Nation, 
Pride of her children, and honored afar, 
Let the wide beams of thy full constellation 
Scatter each cloud that would darken a star ! 
Up with our banner bright, ete. 


Empire unsceptred ! what foe shall assail thee, 
Bearing the standard of Liberty’s van ? 
Think not the God of thy fathers shall fail thee, 
Striving with men for the birthright of man ! 
Up with our banner bright, ete. 
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Yet if, by madness and treachery blighted, 
Dawns the dark hour when the sword thou must draw, 
Then, with the arms of thy millions united, 
Smite the bold traitors to Freedom and Law! 
Up with our banner bright, ete. 


Lord of the Universe ! shield us and guide us, 
Trusting Thee always, through shadow and sun ! 
Thou hast united us: who shall divide us ? 
Keep us, O, keep us, the Many 1n One! 
Up with our banner bright, 
Sprinkled with starry light, 
Spread its fair emblems from mountain to shore, 
While through the sounding sky 
Loud rings the Nation’s ery, — 
Union AND Liserty! ONE EVERMORE! 


HOW TO ROUGH IT. 


“ Lire has few things better than this,” 
said Dr. Johnson, on feeling himself set- 
tled in a coach, and rolling along the road. 
We cannot agree with the great man. 
Times have changed since the Doctor 
and Mr. Boswell travelled for pleasure ; 
and we much prefer an expedition to 
Moosehead, or a tramp in the Adiron- 
dack, to being boxed up in a four-wheel- 
ed ark and made “ comfortable,” accord- 
ing to the Doctor’s idea of felicity. 

Francis Galton, Explorer, and Secre- 
tary to the Royal Geographical Society, 
we thank you sincerely for teaching us 
how to travel! Few persons know the 
important secrets of how to walk, how to 
run, how to ride, how to cook, how to de- 
fend, how to ford rivers, how to make 
rafts, how to fish, how to hunt, in short, 
how to do the essential things that every 
traveller, soldier, sportsman, emigrant, 
and missionary should be conversant with. 
The world is full of deserts, prairies, bush- 
es, jungles, swamps, rivers, and oceans. 
How to “ get round” the dangers of the 
land and the sea in the best possible way, 
how to shift and contrive so as to come 
out all right, are secrets well worth know- 


ing, and Mr. Galton has found the key. 
In this brief article we shall frequently 
avail ourselves of the information he im- 
parts, confident that in these war-days his 
wise directions are better than fine gold 
to aman who is obliged to rough it over 
the world, no matter where his feet may 
wander, his horse may travel, or his boat 
may sail. 

Wherewithal shall a man be clothed ? 
We begin at the beginning with flannel 
always. Experience has taught us that 
flannel next the skin is indispensable for 
health to a traveller, and the sick- and 
dead-lists always include largely the 
names of those who neglect this material. 
Cotton stands Number Two on the list, 
and linen nowhere. Only last summer 
jolly Tom Bowers got his quietus for the 
season by getting hot and wet and cold 
in one of his splendid Paris linen shirts, 
and now he wears calico ones whenever 
he wishes to “appear proper” at Nahant 
or Newport. 

“The hotter the ground the thicker 
your socks,” was the advice of an old 
traveller who once went a thirty-days’ 
tramp at our side through the Alp coun- 
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try insummer. We have seen many a 
city bumpkin start for d White-Mountain 
walk in the thinnest of cotton foot-cover- 
ings, but we never knew one to try them 
a second time. 

Stout shoes are preferable to boots al- 
ways, and a wise traveller never omits to 
grease well his leather before and during 
his journey. Don’t forget to put a pair 
of old slippers into your knapsack. Af- 
ter a hard day’s toil, they are like magic, 
under foot. Let us remind the traveller 
whose feet are tender at starting that a 
capital remedy for blistered feet is to rub 
them at night with spirits mixed with tal- 
low dropped from a candle. An old friend 
of ours thought it a good plan to soap the 
inside of the stocking before setting out, 
and we have seen him break a raw egg 
into his shoes before putting them on, 
saying it softened the leather and made 
him “ all right” for the day. 

Touching coat, waistcoat, and trousers, 
there can be but one choice. Coarse 
tweed does the best business on a small 
capital. Cheap and strong, we have al- 
ways found it the most “ paying ” article 
in our travelling-wardrobe. Avoid that 
tailor-hem so common at the bottom of 
your pantaloons which retains water and 
does no good to anybody. Waistcoats 
would be counted as superfluous, were it 
not for the convenience of the pockets 
they carry. Take along an old dress- 
ing-gown, if you want solid comfort in 
camp or elsewhere after sunset. 

Gordon Cumming recommends a wide- 
awake hat, and he is good authority on 
that head. A man “clothed in his right 
mind” is a noble object; but six persons 
out of every ten who start on a journey 
wear the wrong apparel. The writer of 
these pages has seen four individuals at 
once standing up to their middles in a 
trout-stream, all adorned with black silk 
tiles, newly imported from the Rue St. 
Honoré. It was a sight to make Daniel 

3oone and Izaak Walton smile in their 
celestial abodes. 

A light water-proof outside-coat and a 
thick pea-jacket are a proper span for a 
roving trip. Don’t forget that a couple 
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of good blankets also go a long way to- 
ward a traveller’s paradise. 

We will not presume that an immortal 
being at this stage of the nineteenth cen- 
tury would make the mistake, when he 
had occasion to tuck up his shirt-sleeves, 
of turning them outwards, so that every 
five minutes they would be tumbling 
down with a crash of anathemas from the 
wearer. The supposition that any sane 
son of Adam would tuck up his sleeves 
inside out involves a suspicion, to say the 
least, that his wits had been overrated by 
doting relatives. 

“ Grease and dirt are the savage’s wear- 
ing-apparel,” says the Swedish proverb. 
No comment is necessary in speaking 
with a Christian on this point, for cold 
water is one of civilization’s closest al- 
lies. Avoid the bath, and the genius of 
disease and crime stalks in. “ Cleanli- 
ness is next to godliness,” remember. 

In packing your knapsack, keep in 
mind that sixteen or twenty pounds are 
weight enough, till, by practice, you can 
get pluck and energy into your back to 
increase that amount. 

Roughing it has various meanings, and 
the phrase is oftentimes ludicrously mis- 
taken by many individuals. A friend 
with whom we once travelled thought 
he was roughing it daily for the space of 
three weeks, because he was obliged to 
lunch on cold chicken and un-iced Cham- 
pagne, and when it rained he was forced 
to seck shelter inside very inelegant ho- 
tels on the road. ‘To rough it, in the best 
sense of that term, is to lie down every 
nicht with the ground for a mattress, a 
bundle of fagots for a pillow, and the 
stars for a coverlet. To sleep in a tent is 
semi-luxury, and tainted with too much 
effeminacy to suit the ardor of a first- 
rate “Rough.” Parkyns, Taylor, Cum- 
ming, Fremont, and Kane have told us 
how much superior are two trunks of 
trees, rolled together for a bed, under the 
open sky, to that soft heating apparatus 
called a bed in the best chamber. Every 
man to his taste, — of course, but there 
come occasions in life when a man must 
look about him and arrange for himself, 
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somehow. The traveller who has never 
slept in the woods has missed an enjoya- 
ble sensation. A clump of trees makes 
a fine leafy post-bedstead, and to awake 
in the morning amid a grove of shelter- 
ing nodding oaks is lung-inspiring. It was 
the good thought of a wanderer to say, 
“The forest is the poor man’s jacket.” 
Napoleon had a high opinion of the biv- 
ouac style of life, and on the score of 
health gave it the preference over tent- 
sleeping. Free circulation is a great 
blessing, albeit we think its eulogy rather 
strongly expressed by the Walden-Pond- 
ist, when he says, “I would rather sit 
on a pumpkin and have it all to myself, 
than be crowded on a velvet cushion. I 
would rather ride on earth in an ox-cart 
with a free circulation, than go to heaven 
in the fancy car of an excursion-train, 
and breathe a malaria all the way.” The 
only objection to out-door slumber is 
dampness; but it is easy to protect one’s 
self in wet weather from the unhealthy 
ground by boughs or India-rubber blank- 
ets. 

One of the great precautions requisite 
for a tramp is to provide against thirst. 
Want of water overtakes the traveller 
sometimes in the most annoying manner, 
and it is well to know how to fight off 
the dry fiend. Sir James Alexander 
eautions all who rough it to drink well 
before starting in the morning, and drink 
nothing all day till the halt,—and to keep 
the lips shut as much as possible. Anoth- 
er good authority recommends a pebble 
or leaf to be held in the mouth. Habit, 
however, does much in this case as in 
every other, and we have known a man, 
who had been accustomed at home to 
drink at every meal four tumblers of 
water, by force of will bring his necessity 
down to a pint of liquid per day, during 
a long tramp through the forest. One 
of the many excellent things which Plu- 
tarch tells of Socrates is this noteworthy 
incident of his power of abstinence. He 
says, whenever Socrates returned from 
any exercise, though he might be extreme- 
ly dry, he refrained nevertheless from 
drinking till he had thrown away the 
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first bucket of water he had drawn, that 
he might exercise himself to patience, 
and accustom his appetite to wait the 
leisure of reason. 

From water to fire is a natural trans- 
ition, How to get a blaze just when 
you want it puzzles the will sometimes 
hugely. Every traveller should provide 
himself with a good handy steel, proper 
flint, and unfailing tinder, because luci- 
fers are liable to many accidents. Pliny 
recommended the wood of mulberry, bay- 
laurel, and ivy, as good material to be 
rubbed together in order to procure a 
fire; but Pliny is behind the times, and 
must not be trusted to make rules for 
General McLellan’s boys. Of course no 
one would omit to take lucifers on a 
tramp; but steel, flint, and tinder are 
three warm friends that in an emer- 
gency will always come up to the strike. 

To find firewood is a knack, and it 
ought to be well cultivated. Don’t despise 
bits of dry moss, fine grass, and slips of 
bark, if you come across them. ‘Twenty 
fires are failures in the open air for one 
that succeeds, unless the operator knows 
his business. A novice will use matches, 
wood, wind, time, and violent language 
enough to burn down a city, and never 
get any satisfaction out of all the expen- 
diture; while a knowing hand will, out 
of the stump of an old, half-rotten tree, 
bring you such magnificent, permanent 
heat, that your heart and your tea-kettle 
will sing together for joy over it. In 
making a fire, depend upon it, there is 
something more than luck, — there is al- 
ways talent in it. We once saw Charles 
Lever (Harry Lorrequer’s father) build 
up a towering blaze in a woody nook 
out of just nothing but what he scraped 
up from the ground, and his rare ability. 
You remember Mr. Opie the painter’s 
answer to a student who asked him 
what he mixed his colors with. “ Brains, 
Sir,” was the artist’s prompt, gruff, and 
right reply. It takes brains to make a 
fire in a rainy night out in the woods; 
but it can be done,—if you only know 
how to begin. We have seen a hearth 
made of logs on a deep snow sending 
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out a cheerful glow, while the rain 
dripped and froze all about the merry 
party assembled. 

A traveller ought to be a good swim- 
mer. There are plenty of watery cross- 
ings to be got over, and often there are 
no means at hand but what Nature has 
provided in legs and arms. But one of 
the easiest things in the world to make 
is a raft. Inflatable India-rubber boats 
also are now used in every climate, and 
a full-sized one weighs only forty pounds. 
General Fremont and Dr. Livingstone 
have tested their excellent qualities, and 
commend them as capable of standing 
a wonderful amount of wear and tear. 
But a boat can be made out of almost 
anything, if one have the skill to put it 
together. A party of sailors whose boat 
had been stolen put out to sea and were 
eighteen hours afloat in a crazy craft 
made out of a large basket woven with 
boughs such as they could pick up, and 
covered with their canvas tent, the in- 
side being plastered with clay to keep 
out as much of the water as_possi- 
ble. 

In fording streams, it is well, if the 
water be deep and swift, to carry heavy 
stones in the hands, in order to resist be- 
ing borne away by the current. Fords 
should not be deeper than three feet for 
men, or four feet for horses. 

Among the small conveniences, a good 
strong pocket-knife, a small “hard chisel,” 
and a file should not be forgotten. A great 
deal of real work can be done with very 
few tools. One of Colt’s rifles is a com- 
panion which should be specially cared 
for, and a water-proof cover should al- 
ways be taken to protect the lock during 
showers. There is one rule among hunt- 
ers which ought always to be remem- 
bered, namely,—“ Look at the gun, but 
never let the gun look at you, or at your 
companions.” Travellers are always more 
or less exposed to the careless handling 
of fire-arms, and numerous accidents oc- 
cur by carrying the piece with the cock 
down on the nipple. Three-fourths of all 
the gun accidents are owing to this cause ; 
for a blow on the back of the cock is al- 
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most sure to explode the cap, while a gun 
at half-cock is comparatively safe. 

Don’t carry too many eatables on your 
expeditions. Dr. Kane says his party 
learned to modify and reduce their trav- 
elling-gear, and found that in direct pro- 
portion to its simplicity and to their ap- 
parent privation of articles of supposed 
necessity were their actual comfort and 
practical efliciency. Step by step, as 
long as their Arctic service continued, 
they went on reducing their sledging- 
outfit, until they at last came to the Es- 
quimaux ultimatum of simplicity, — raw 
meat and a fur bag. Salt and pepper 
are needful condiments. Nearly all the 
rest are out of place on a roughing expe- 
dition. Among the most portable kinds 
of solid food are pemmican, jerked meat, 
wheat flour, barley, peas, cheese, and bis- 
cuit. Salt meat is a disappointing dish, 
and apt to be sadly uncertain. Some- 
body once said that water had tasted of 
sinners ever since the flood, and salted 
meat sometimes has a taint full as vivid. 
Twenty-eight ounces of real nutriment 
per diem for a man in rough work as a 
traveller will be all that he requires; if he 
perform severe tramping, thirty ounces. 

The French say, C’est la soupe qui fait 
le soldat, and we have always found on 
a tramping expedition nothing so life- 
restoring after fatigue and hunger as the 
portable soup now so easily obtained at 
places where prepared food is put up for 
travellers’ uses. Spirituous liquors are 
no help in roughing it. On the contrary, 
they invite sunstroke, and various other 
unpleasant visitors incident to the life 
of a traveller. Habitual brandy-drinkers 
give out sooner than cold-water men, and 
we have seen fainting red noses by the 
score succumb to the weather, when boys 
addicted to water would crow like chan- 
ticleer through a long storm of sleet and 
snow on the freezing Alps. 

It is not well to lose your way; but in 
ease this unpleasant luck befall you, set 
systematically to work to find it. Throw 
terror to the idiots who always flutter 
and flounder, and so go wrong inevita- 
bly. Galton the Plucky says,—and he 
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has as much cool wisdom to impart as a 
traveller needs,— when you make the 
unlively discovery that you are lost, ask 
yourself the three following questions :— 

1. What is the least distance that I 
can with certainty specify, within which 
the path, the river, the sea-shore, etc., 
that I wish to regain, lies ? 

2. What is the direction, in a vague, 
general way, in which the path or river 
runs, or the sea-coast tends ? 

3. When I last left the path, ete., did 
I turn to the left or to the right ? 

As regards the first, calculate delib- 
erately how long you have been riding 
or walking, and at what pace, since you 
left your party; subtract for stoppages 
and well-recollected zigzags; allow a 
mile and a half per hour as the pace 
when you have been loitering on foot, 
and three and a half when you have 
been walking fast. Occasional running 
makes an almost inappreciable difference. 
A man is always much nearer the lost 
path than he is inclined to fear. 

As regards the second, if you recollect 
the third, and also know the course of 
the path within eight points of the com- 
pass, (or one-fourth of the whole horizon,) 
it is a great gain; or even if you know 
your direction within twelve points, or 
one-third of the whole horizon, that 
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knowledge is worth something. Don’t 
hurry, if you get bewildered. Stop and 
think. Then arrange matters, and you 
are safe. When Napoleon was once 
caught in a fog, while riding with his 
staff across a shallow arm of the Gulf of 
Suez, he thought, as usual. His way was 
utterly lost, and going forward he found 
himself in deeper water. So he order- 
ed his staff to ride from him in radiating 
lines in all directions, and such of them 
as should find shallow water to shout 
out. If Napoleon had been alone on 
that occasion, he would have set his five 
wits to the task of finding the right way, 
and he would have found it. 

Finally, cheerfulness in large doses is 
the best medicine one can take along 
in his out-door tramps. We once had 
the good-luck to hear old Christopher 
North try his lungs in the open air in Scot- 
land. Such laughter and such hill-shak- 
ing merry-heartedness we may never lis- 
ten to again among the Lochs, but the les- 
son of the hour (how it rained thatdlack 
night !) is stamped for life upon our re- 
membrance. “Clap your back against 
the cliff,’ he shouted, “and never mind 
the deluge!” Rest, glorious Christopher, 
under the turf you trod with such a gal- 
lant bearing! Few mortals knew how 
to rough it like you! 


SELF-POSSESSION vs. PREPOSSESSION. 


TIMOLEON, a man prosperous in all 
his undertakings, was wont to ascribe his 
successes to good-luck; but that he did 
not mean to give credit to any blind God- 
dess of Fortune is evident from his hay- 
ing built an altar to a certain divine some- 
thing which he called Automatia, signify- 
ing Spontaneousness, or a happy prompt- 
itude in following the dictates of his own 
genius. The Liberator of Sicily, to be 
sure, did not live in an age of newspa- 
pers, and was not liable at every turn to 
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have his elbow jogged by Public Opinion; 
but it is plain that his notion of a man fit 
to lead was, that he should be one who 
never waited to seize Opportunity from 
behind, and who knew that events be- 
come the masters of him who is slow to 
make them his servants. 

Thus far nothing has been more re- 
markable in the history of our civil war 
than that its signal opportunities have 
failed to produce on either side any lead- 
er who has proved himself to be gifted 
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with this happy faculty. Even our states- 
men seem not to have felt the kindling in- 
spiration of a great occasion. ‘The coun- 
try is going through a trial more crucial, 
if possible, than that of the Revolution ; 
but no state-paper has thus far appeared, 
comparable in anything but quantity to 
the documents of our heroic period. Even 
Mr. Seward seems to have laid aside his 
splendid art of generalization, or to have 
found out the danger of those specious 
boomerangs of eloquence, which, launch- 
ed from the platform with the most grace- 
ful curves of rhetoric, come back not sel- 
dom to deal an untimely blow to him 
who sets them flying. The people begin 
to show signs of impatience that the cur- 
tain should be so slow to rise and show 
them the great actor in our national tra- 
gedy. They are so used to having a gi- 
gantic bubble of notoriety blown for them 
in a week by the newspapers, though it 
burst in a day or two, leaving but a drop 
of muddy suds behind it, that they have 
almost learned to think the making of a 
great character as simple a matter as that 
of a great reputation. Bewildered as 
they have been with a mob of statesmen, 
generals, orators, poets, and what not, all 
of them the foremost of this or any other 
age, they seem to expect a truly great man 
on equally easy terms with these cheap 
miracles of the press,—grown as rapidly, 
to be forgotten as soon, as the prize cauli- 
flower of a county show. We have im- 
provised an army; we have conjured a 
navy out of nothing so rapidly that pines 
the jay screamed in last summer may be 
even now listening for the hum of the 
hostile shot from Sumter; why not give 
another rub at our Aladdin’s lamp and 
improvise a genius and a hero ? 

This is, perhaps, very natural, but it is 
nevertheless unreasonable. Heroes and 
geniuses are never to be had ready-made, 
nor was a tolerable specimen of either 
ever produced at six months’ notice. 
Dearly do nations pay for such secular 
births ; still more dearly for their training. 
They are commonly rather the slow result 
than the conscious cause of revolutions 
in thought or polity. It is no imputation 
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on democratic forms of government, it is 
the unexampled prosperity of nearly half 
a century that is in fault, if a sudden and 
unforewarned danger finds us without a 
leader, whether civil or military, whom 
the people are willing to trust implicitly, 
and who can in some sense control events 
by the prestige of a great name. Car- 
lyle and others have for years been lay- 
ing to the charge of representative and 
parliamentary government the same evils 
whose germ certain British critics, as ig- 
norant of our national character as of 
our geography, are so kindly ready to 
find in our democracy. Mr. Stuart Mill, 
in his essay on “ Liberty,” has convinced 
us that even the tyranny of Public Opin- 
ion is not, as we had hastily supposed, a 
peculiarly American institution, but is to 
the full as stringent and as fertile of com- 
monplace in intellect and character under 
a limited as under a universal system of 
suffrage. 

The truth is, that it is not in our insti- 
tutions, but in our history, that we are to 
look for the causes of much that is super- 
ficially distasteful and sometimes unpleas- 
antly disappointing in our national habits, 
—we would not too hastily say in our na- 
tional character. Our most incorrigible 
blackguards, and the class of voters who 
are at the mercy of venal politicians, have 
had their training, such as it is, under 
forms of government and amid a social 
order very unlike ours. Disgust at the 
general dirtiness and corruption of our 
politics, we are told, keeps all our leading 
men out of public life. This appears to 
us, we confess, a rather shallow miscon- 
ception. Our politics are no dirtier or 
more corrupt than those of our neigh- 
bors. The famous Quam parva sapientia 
regitur mundus was not said in scorn by 
the minister of a republic, but in sober 
sadness by one whose dealings had been 
lifelong with the courts and statesmen of 
princes. The real disgust lies in the 
selfish passions that are called into play 
by the strife of party and the small am- 
bitions of public men, and not in any 
mere coarseness in the expression of 
them. We are not an elegant people: 
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rather less so, on the whole, even in the 
aristocratic South than in the democratie 
North. In this past year of our Lord 
eighteen hundred sixty-one, we have no 
doubt, and we shudder to think of it, that 
by far the larger proportion of our fellow- 
citizens shovelled their green-peas in- 
to their mouths with uncanonical knife- 
blades, just as Sir Philip Sidney did in a 
darker age, when yet the “ Times” and 
the silver fork were not. Nay, let us 
make a clean breast of all these horrors 
at once, it is probably true that myriads 
of fair salmon were contaminated with 
the brutal touch of steel in scenes of un- 
hallowed family-festival. The only miti- 
gating circumstance is that such luxuries 
are within the reach of ten Americans 
where one European sees them any near- 
er than through the windows of the vic- 
tualler. No, we must yield the point. 
We are not an elegant people, least of 
all in our politics; but we do not believe 
it is this which keeps our first-rate men 
out of political life, or that it is the result 
of our democratic system. 

It has been our good-fortune hitherto 
that our annals have been of that hap- 
py kind which write themselves on the 
face of a continent and in the general 
well-being of a people, rather than in 
those more striking and commonly more 
disastrous events which attract the his- 
torian. We have been busy, thriving, 
and consequently, except to some few 
thoughtful people like De Tocqueville, 
profoundly uninteresting. We have been 
housekeeping ; and why does the novelist 
always make his bow to the hero and her- 
oine at the church-door, unless because 
he knows, that, if they are well off, noth- 
ing more is to be made of them? Pros- 
perity is the forcing-house of mediocrity ; 
and if we have ceased to produce great 
men, it is because we have not, since we 
became a nation, been forced to pay the 
terrible price at which alone they can be 
bought. Great men are excellent things 
for a nation to have had; but a normal 
condition that should give a constant suc- 
cession of them would be the most wretch- 
ed possible for the mass of mankind. We 
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have had and still have honest and capa- 
ble men in public life, brave and able of- 
fiers in our army and navy; but there 
has been nothing either in our civil or 
military history for many years to devel- 
op any latent qualities of greatness that 
may have been in them. It is only first- 
rate events that call for and mould first- 
rate characters. If there has been less 
stimulus for the more showy and striking 
kinds of ambition, if the rewards of a 
public career have been less brilliant than 
in other countries, yet we have shown, 
(and this is a legitimate result of democ- 
racy,) perhaps beyond the measure of 
other nations, that plebeian genius for 
the useful which has been chiefly de- 
manded by our circumstances, and which 
does more than war or state-craft to in- 
crease the well-being and therefore the 
true glory of nations. Few great soldiers 
or great ministers have done so much for 
their country as Whitney’s cotton-gin and 
McCormick’s reaper have done for ours. 
We do not believe that our country has 
degenerated under democracy, but our 
position as a people has been such as to 
turn our energy, capacity, and accom- 
plishment into prosaic channels. Physi- 
cians call certain remedies, to be adminis- 
tered only in desperate cases, heroic, and 
Providence reserves heroes for similar 
crises in the body politic. They are not 
sent but in times of agony and peril. If 
we have lacked the thing, it is because 
we have lacked the occasion for it. .And 
even where truly splendid qualities have 
been displayed, as by our sailors in the 
War of 1812, and by our soldiers in Mex- 
ico, they have been either on so small a 
scale as to means, or on a scene so re- 
mote from European interests, that they 
have failed of anything like cosmopolitan 
appreciation. Our great actors have 
been confined to what, so far as Europe 
is concerned, has been a provincial thea- 
tre; and an obscure stage is often as fatal 
to fame as the want of a poet. 

But meanwhile has not this been very 
much the case with our critics them- 
selves? Leading British statesmen may 
be more accomplished scholars than ours, 
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Parliament may be more elegantly bored 
than Congress ; but we have a rooted con- 
viction that commonplace thought and 
shallow principles do not change their 
nature, even though disguised in the 
English of Addison himself. Mr. Glad- 
stone knows vastly more Greek than 
Mr. Chase, but we may be allowed to 
doubt if he have shown himself’ an abler 
finance-minister. Since the beginning 
of the present century it is safe to say 
that England has produced no statesmen 
whom her own historians will pronounce 
to be more than second- or third-rate 
men. The Crimean War found her, if 
her own journalists were to be believed, 
without a single great captain whether 
on land or sea, with incompetence in 
every department, civil and military, and 
driven to every shift, even to foreign en- 
listment and subsidy, to put on foot an 
army of a hundred thousand men. What 
an opportunity for sermonizing on the 
failure of representative government! In 
that war England lost much of her old 
prestige in the eyes of the world, and felt 
that she had lost it. But nothing would 
have been more unphilosophical than to 
have assumed that England was degen- 
erate or decrepit. It was only that her 
training had been for so long exclusively 
mechanical and peaceful. The terrible, 
but glorious, experience of the Indian 
Rebellion showed that Englishmen still 
possessed in as full measure as ever those 
noble characteristics on which they justly 
pride themselves, and of which a nation 
of kindred blood would be the last to 
deny them the praise. When the heroic 
qualities found their occasion, they were 
not wanting. 

We do not say this as unduly sensitive 
to the unfriendly, often insulting and al- 
ways unwise, criticisms of a large propor- 
tion of the press and the public men of 
England. In ordinary times we could 
afford to receive them with a good-na- 
tured smile. The zeal of certain new 
converts to Adam Smith in behalf of the 
free-trade principles whose cross they 
have assumed, their hatred and con- 
tempt for all heretics to what is their 
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doxy and therefore according to Dean 
Swift orthodoxy, and the naive uncon- 
sciousness with which they measure and 
weigh the moral qualities of other nations 
by the yards of cotton or tons of manu- 
factured iron which they consume for the 
benefit of Manchester and Sheffield, are 
certainly as comie as anything in Aris- 
tophanes. The madness of the philoso- 
pher who deemed himself personally an- 
swerable for the obliquity of the ecliptic 
has more than its match in the sense of 
responsibility shown by British journal- 
ists for the good conduct of the rest of 
mankind. All other kingdoms, poten- 
tates, and powers would seem to be mi- 
nors or lunatics, and they the divinely 
appointed guardians under bonds to see 
that their unhappy wards do no harm to 
themselves or others. We confess, that, 
in reading the “Times,” we have been 
sometimes unable to suppress a feeling 
of humorous pity for the young man who 
does the leading -articles, and who finds 
himself, fresh from Oxford or Cam- 
bridge and the writing of Latin verses, 
called suddenly to the autocracy of the 
Universe. We must pardon a little to 
the imperii novitas, to the necessity of 
having universal misinformation always 
on tap in his inkstand. He summons 
emperors, kings, ministers, even whole 
nations, to the inexorable blackboard. 
His is the great normal school of philos- 
ophy, statesmanship, political economy, 
taste, and deportment. He must help 
Cavour to a knowledge of Italy, teach 
Napoleon to appreciate the peculiarities 
of French character, interpret the Amer- 
ican Constitution for Mr. Lincoln. He 
holds himself directly accountable to 
heaven and earth, alike for the right 
solution of the Papal Question and for 
the costume of his countrymen in foreign 
parts. Theology or trousers, he is infal- 
lible in both. Gregory the Seventh’s 
wildest dream of a universal popedom is 
more than fulfilled in him. He is the 
unapproachable model of quack adver- 
tisers. He pats Italy on the head and 
cries, “Study constitutional government 
as exemplified in England, and try Me- 
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chi’s razor-strops.” For France he pre- 
scribes a reduction of army and navy, 
and an increased demand for Manchester 
prints. America he warns against mili- 
tary despotism, advises a tonic of Eng- 
lish iron, and a compress of British cot- 
ton, as sovereign against internal rupture. 
What a weight for the shoulders of our 
poor Johannes Factotum! He is the com- 
missionnaire of mankind, their guide, phi- 
losopher, and friend, ready with a disin- 
terested opinion in matters of art or virti, 
and eager to furnish anything, from a 
counterfeit Buddhist idol to a poisoned 
pickle, for a commission, varying accord- 
ing to circumstances. 

But whatever one may think of the wis- 
dom or the disinterestedness of the organs 
of English commercial sentiment, it can- 
not be denied that it is of great importance 
to us that the public opinion of England 
should be enlightened in regard to our 
affairs. It would be idle to complain 
that her policy is selfish ; for the policy of 
nations is always so. It would be foolish 
to forget that the sympathy of the British 
people has always declared itself, sooner 
or later, in favor of free institutions, and 
of a manly and upright policy toward 
other nations, or that this sympathy has 
been on the whole more outspoken and 
enduring among Englishmen than in any 
other nation of the Old World. We may 
justly complain that England should see 
no difference between a rebel confedera- 
cy and a nation to which she was bound 
by treaties and with which she had so 
long been on terms of amity gradually 
ripening to friendship. But do not let 
us be so childish as to wish for the sup- 
pression of the “ Times Correspondent,” 
a shrewd, practised, and, for a foreigner, 
singularly accurate observer, to whom we 
are indebted for the only authentic intel- 
ligence from Secessia since the outbreak 
of the Rebellion, and whose strictures, 
(however we may smile at his specula- 
tions,) if rightly taken, may do us infi- 
nite service. Did he tell us anything 
about the shameful rout of Bull Run 
which could not have been predicted 
beforehand of raw troops, or which, in- 
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deed, General Scott himself had not 
foreboded? That was not an especially 
American disgrace. Every nationality 
under heaven was represented there, and 
an alarm among the workmen on the 
Plains of Shinar that the foundations of 
the Tower of Babel were settling could 
not have set in motion a more polyglot 
stampede. The way to blot out Bull Run 
is as our brave Massachusetts and Penn- 
sylvania men did at Ball’s Bluff, with their 
own blood, poured only too lavishly. To 
our minds, the finest and most character- 
istic piece of English literature, more in- 
spiring even than Henry’s speech to his 
soldiers on the eve of Agincourt, is Nel- 
son’s signal, “ England expects every man 
to do his duty.” When we have risen to 
that level and are content to stand there, 
with no thought of' self, but only of our 
country and what we owe her, we need 
wince at no hostile sneer nor dread any 
foreign combination. Granted that we 
have been a little boyish and bragegart, 
as was perhaps not unnatural in a nation 
hardly out of its teens, our present trial 
is likely to make men of us, and to leave 
us, like our British cousins, content with 
the pleasing consciousness that we are 
the supreme of creation and under no 
necessity of forever proclaiming it. Our 
present experience, also, of the unsound- 
ness of English judgment and the narrow- 
ness of English views concerning our pol- 
icy and character may have the good re- 
sult of making our independence in mat- 
ters of thought and criticism as complete 
as our political emancipation. 

Those who have watched the tenden- 
cies of opinion among educated English- 
men during the last ten or fifteen years 
could hardly be surprised, that, when the 
question was presented to them as being 
between aristocratic and democratic ideas, 
between a race of gentlemen and a mob 
of shopkeepers and snobs, they should 
have been inclined to sympathize with 
the South. There have been unmistak- 
able symptoms of a reaction in England, 
since 1848 especially, against liberalism 
in polities and in favor of things as they 
are. We are not to wonder that Eng- 


766 Self-Possession vs. Prepossession. 


lishmen did not stop to examine too close- 
ly the escutcheon and pedigree of this 
self-patented nobility. With one or two 
not very striking exceptions, like Lord 
Fairfax and Washington, (who was of 
kin to one of the few British peers that 
have enjoyed the distinction of being 
hanged,) the entire population of America 
is descended from the middle and lower 
classes in the old countries. The differ- 
ence has been, that the man at the South 
who raised cotton and sold it has grad- 
ually grown to consider himself a superior 
being by comparison with his own ne- 
groes, while the man at the North who 
raised potatoes and sold them has been 
content with the old Saxon notion that he 
was as good as his neighbors. The de- 
scendant of the Huguenot tradesman or 
artisan, if in Boston, builds Faneuil Hall 
or founds Bowdoin College ; if in Charles- 
ton, he deals in negroes and persuades 
himself that he is sprung from the loins 
of Baldwin, King of Jerusalem. The mass 
of the population at the South is more in- 
tensely democratic, so far as white men 
are concerned, than the same class at the 
North. 

There is a little inconsistency in the 
English oracles in this respect; for, while 
they cannot conceal a kind of sympathy 
with the Southern Rebels in what is sup- 
posed to be their war upon democratic 
institutions, they tell us that they would 
heartily espouse our cause, if we would but 
proclaim a crusade against Slavery. Sup- 
pose the Squires of England had got up a 
rebellion because societies had been form- 
ed for the abolition of the Corn- Laws; 
which would the “ Times” have gone for 
putting down first, the rebellion or the 
laws? England professes not to be able to 
understand the principles of this wicked, 
this unholy war, as she calls it. Yet she 
was not so slow to understand the necessi- 
ty of putting down the Irish Insurrection 
of 1848, or the Indian Rebellion ten years 
later. She thinks it impossible for the Gov- 
ernment of the United States to subdue 
and hold provinces so vast as the Cotton 
States of America; yet she neither fore- 
boded nor as yet has found any imprac- 
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ticability in renewing and retaining her 
hold on the vaster provinces of British 
India,— provinces inhabited, all of them, 
by races alien in blood, religion, and man- 
ners, and many by a population greatly 
exceeding that of our Southern States, 
brave, warlike, and, to some extent, train- 
ed in European tactics. To have aban- 
doned India would have been to surren- 
der the greatness of England. English 
writers and speakers, in discussing our 
affairs, overlook wholly the fact that a 
rebellion may be crushed by anything 
except force of arms. Among a people 
of the same lineage and the same lan- 
guage, but yesterday contented under the 
same Constitution, and in an age when 
a victory in the stock-market is of more 
consequence than successes in the field, 
political and economical necessities may 
be sately reckoned on as slow, but effec- 
tive, allies of the old order of things. The 
people of this country are too much used 
to sudden and seemingly unaccountable 
political revolutions not to be able to for- 
feit their consistency without any loss of 
self-respect; and the rapidity with which 
the Southern Rebellion was forced up to 
its present formidable proportions, mainly 
by party management, is not unlikely to 
find its parallel in suddenness of collapse. 
But whether this prove to be the fact or | 
not, nay, even if the reéstablishment of 
the Union had been hopeless from the 
first, a government which should have 
abandoned its capital, which should have 
flinched from the first and plainest duty 
of selfpreservation, which should have 
admitted by a cowardly surrender that 
force was law, that treason was constitu- 
tional, and fraud honorable, would have 
deserved and received the contempt of 
all civilized nations, of England among 
the first. 

There is no such profound and univer- 
sal alienation, still less such an antago- 
nism in political theory, between the peo- 
ple of the Northern and Southern parts 
of the Union, as some English journals 
would infer from the foolish talk of a few 
conceited persons in South Carolina and 
Virginia. There is no question between 
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landholders on the one side and manu- 
facturers and merchants on the other. 
The bulk of the population, North and 
South, are holders of land, while the av- 
erage size of the holdings of land under 
cultivation is probably greater in the Free 
than in the Slave States. The largest 
single estate in the country is, we be- 
lieve, in Illinois. Generalizations are 
commonly unsafe in proportion as they 
are tempting; and this, together with its 
pretty twin-brother about Cavaliers and 
Roundheads, would seem to have been 
hatched from the same egg and in the 
same mare’s-nest. If we should take 
the statements of Dr. Cullen and Mr. 
Smith O’Brien for our premises, instead 
of the manifest facts of the case, our con- 
clusion in regard to Ireland would be 
an anachronism which no Englishman 
would allow to be within half a century 
of the actual condition of things. And 
yet could the Irish revolutionists of thir- 
teen years ago have had the advantage 
of a ministry like that of Mr. Buchanan, 
—had every Irish officer and soldier 
been false to his honor and his allegiance, 
—had Ireland been supplied and Eng- 
land stripped of arms and munitions of 
war by the connivance of the Govern- 
ment, —the riot of 1848 might have be- 
come a rebellion as formidable as our 
own in everything but territorial propor- 
tions. Equally untrue is the theory that 
our Tariff is the moving cause of South- 
ern discontent. Louisiana certainly would 
hardly urge this as the reason of her se- 
cession; and if the Rebel States could 
succeed in establishing their independ- 
ence, they would find more difficulty in 
raising a national revenue by direct tax- 
es than the North, and would be driven 
probably to a tariff more stringent than 
that of the present United States. If we 
are to generalize at all, it must be on 
broader and safer grounds. Prejudices 
and class-interests may occasion tempo- 
rary disturbances in the current of hu- 
man affairs, but they do not permanently 
change the course of the channel. That 
is governed by natural and lasting caus- 
es, and commerce, in spite of Southern 
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Commercial Conventions, will no more 
flow up-hill than water. It is possible, we 
will not say probable, that our present 
difficulties may result to the advantage 
both of England and America: to Eng- 
land, by giving her a real hold upon In- 
dia as the source of her cotton-supply, 
and to America by making the North the 
best customer for the staple of the South. 

We believe the immediate cause of the 
Southern Rebellion to be something far 
deeper than any social prejudice or po- 
litical theory on the part of slavehold- 
ers, or any general apprehension of dan- 
ger to their peculiar property. That 
cause is a moral one, and is to be found 
in the recklessness, the conceit, the soph- 
istry, the selfishness, which are necessari- 
ly engendered by Slavery itself. A gen- 
eration of men educated to justify a crime 
against the Law of Nature because it is 
profitable, will hardly be restrained long 
by any merely political obligation, when 
they have been persuaded to see their 
advantage in the breach of it. Why not, 
then, at once lay the axe to the root of 
the mischief? Why did not England at- 
tack Irish Catholicism in 1848? Why 
does not Louis Napoleon settle the Papal 
Question with a stroke of his pen? Be- 
cause the action of a constitutional gov- 
ernment is limited by constitutional obli- 
gations, Because every government, even 
if despotic, must be guided by policy 
rather than abstract right or reason. Be- 
cause, in our own case, so much pains have 
been taken to persuade the people of some 
peculiar sanctity in human property, and 
to teach them the duty of yielding their 
moral instincts to their duty as citizens, 
that even the Free States are by no 
means ripe for a crusade. ‘The single 
and simple duty of the Government is to 
put down resistance to its legitimate au- 
thority ; it meddles, and can meddle, with 
no claim of right except the monstrous 
one of rebellion. An absolute ruler in 
advance of his people has been more than 
once obliged to abandon his reforms to 
save his throne; a popular government 
which should put itself in the same posi- 
tion might endanger not only its own 
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hold upon power, (a minor considera- 
tion,) but, in such a crisis as ours, the 
very frame of society itself. We must 
admit that the administration of Mr. Lin- 
coln has sometimes seemed to us over- 
cautious; that, while it has not scrupled, 
and wisely has not scrupled, to go be- 
hind the letter of the law to its spirit, in 
dealing with open abettors of treason in 
the Free States, because they were per- 
verting private right to public wrong, it 
has been as scrupulous of meddling with 
a rebel’s legal right in man, though that 
man were being used for a weapon or a 
tool against itself, as if to touch it were 
anathema. ‘The divinity, which is only 
a hedge about a king, becomes a wall of 
triple brass about a slaveholder. 

But while we should prefer a more 
daring, or at least a more definite policy 
on the part of the Government, we do 
not think the time has come for turning 
the war into a crusade. The example 
of saints, martyrs, and heroes, who could 
disregard consequences because the con- 
sequences concerned only themselves apd 
their own life, is for the private man, and 
not for the statesman who is responsible 
for the complex life of the commonwealth. 
To carry on a war we must have money, 
to get money we must have the confi- 
dence of the money-holders, who would 
not advance a dollar on a pledge of the 
finest sentiments in the world. There is 
something instructive in the fate of that 
mob of enthusiasts who followed the ban- 
ner of Walter the Penniless, a name of 
evil omen. It saves trouble to say that 
we must fight the Devil with fire; though, 
when the Devil is incarnate in human be- 
ings, that policy has never been very suc- 
cessful at Smithfield or elsewhere. But 
in trying the fiery cure of a servile insur- 
rection, we should run the risk of con- 
verting the whole white population of the 
South into devils of the most desperate 
sort, with whom any kind of reconcilia- 
tion, even truce, would be impossible. 

We hope and believe that the end 
of this war will see the snake of Slavery 
scotched, if not killed, Events move, — 
slowly, to be sure, but they move, — and 
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the thought of the people moves with 
them unconsciously to fulfil the purposes 
of God. Government can do little, per- 
haps, in controlling them; but it has no 
right to the power it holds, if it has not 
the insight and the courage to make use 
of them at the right moment. If the su- 
preme question should arise of submitting 
to rebellion or of crushing it in a com- 
mon ruin with the wrong that engen- 
dered it, we believe neither the Govern- 
ment nor the people would falter. ‘The 
time for answering that question may be 
nearer than we dream; but meanwhile 
we would not hasten what would at best 
be a terrible necessity, and justifiable 
only as such. We believe this war is 
to prepare the way for the extinction 
of Slavery by the action of economical 
causes, and we should prefer that solu- 
tion to one of fire and blood. Already 
the system has received a death-blow in 
Maryland and Missouri. In Western 
Virginia it is practically extinct. If the 
war is carried on with vigor, it may be- 
come so before long in Hast Tennessee. 
Texas should be taken possession of and 
held at any cost, and a territory capable 
of supplying the world with cotton to any 
conceivable amount thrown open to free 
labor. 

However regarded, this war into which 
we have been driven is, in fact, a war 
against Slavery. But emancipation is not 
and could not be the object of the war. It 
will be time enough to consider the ques- 
tion as one of military necessity when our 
armies advance. To proclaim freedom 
from the banks of the Potomac to an un- 
armed, subject, and dispirited race, when 
the whole white population is in arms, 
would be as futile as impolitic. Till we 
can equip our own army, it is idle to talk 
of arming the slaves; and to incite them 
to insurrection without arms, and without 
the certainty of support at first and pro- 
tection afterward, would be merely sacri- 
ficing them to no good end. It is true, 
the war may lack the ardent stimulus that 
would for a time be imparted to it by a 
direct and obvious moral purpose. But we 
doubt whether the impulse thus gained 
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would hold out, long against the im- 
mense practical obstacles with which it 
would be confronted and the chill of dis- 
appointment which is sure to follow an 
attempt to realize ideal good by mate- 
rial means. Nor would our gain in this 
respect more than compensate for the 
strength which would be added to the 
rebels by despair. It is a question we 
have hardly the heart to discuss, where 
our wishes, our hopes, almost our faith in 
God, are on one side, our understanding 
and experience on the other. 

Nor are we among those who would 
censure the Government for undue len- 
iency. If democracy has made us a good- 
natured people, it is a strong argument 
in its favor, and we need have no fear 
that the evil passions of men will ever be 
buried beyond hope of resurrection. We 
would not have this war end without sig- 
nal and bitter retribution, and especially 
for all who have been guilty of deliberate 
treachery ; for that is a kind of baseness 
that should be extirpated at any cost. 
If, in moments of impatience, we have 
wished for something like the rough king- 
ship of Jackson, cooler judgment has con- 
vinced us that the strength of democratic 
institutions will be more triumphantly 
vindicated by success under an honest 
Chief Magistrate of average capacity 
than under a man exceptional, whether 
by force of character or contempt of 
precedent. 

Is this, then, to be a commonplace 
war, a prosaic and peddling quarrel 
about Cotton? Shall there be nothing to 
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enlist enthusiasm or kindle fanaticism ? 
Are we to have no Cause like that for 
which our English republican ancestors 
died so gladly on the field, with such dig- 
nity on the scaffold ?—no Cause that 
shall give us a hero, who knows but a 
Cromwell ? To our minds, though it 
may be obscure to Englishmen who look 
on Lancashire as the centre of the uni- 
verse, no army was eyer enlisted for a 
nobler service than ours. Not only is it 
national life and a foremost place among 
nations that is at stake, but the vital 
principle of Law itself, the august foun- 
dation on which the very possibility of 
government, above all of self-govern- 
ment, rests as in the hollow of God’s own 
hand. If democracy shall prove itself 
capable of having raised twenty millions 
of people to a level of thought where 
they can appreciate this cardinal truth, 
and can believe no sacrifice too great for 
its defence and establishment, then de- 
mocracy will have vindicated itself be- 
yond all chance of future cavil. Here, 
we think, is a Cause the experience of 
whose vicissitudes and the grandeur of 
whose triumph will be able to give us 
heroes and statesmen. The Slave-Power 
must be humbled, must be punished, — 
so humbled and so punished as to be a 
warning forever; but Slavery is an evil 
transient in its cause and its conse- 
quences, compared with those which 
would result from unsettling the faith of 
a nation in its own manhood, and setting 
a whole generation of men hopelessly 
adrift in the formless void of anarchy. 
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REVIEWS AND LITERARY NOTICES. 


The Armies of Europe: Comprising Descrip- 
tions in Detail of the Military Systems of 
England, France, Russia, Prussia, Aus- 
tria, and Sardinia, adapting their Ad- 
vantages to all Arms of the United States 
Service; and embodying the Report of Ob- 
servations in Europe during the Crimean 
War, as Military Commissioner from the 
United States Government in 1855-56. By 
Grorce B. McCretxian, Major-General 
U.S. Army. Originally published un- 
der the Direction of the War Depart- 
ment, by Order of Congress. TIllustrat- 
ed with a Fine Steel Portrait and Sev- 
eral Hundred Engravings. Philadel- 
phia: J. B. Lippincott & Co. 8vo. 


Ir is an interesting study to examine 
into the causes or motives which have 
produced military books of the higher or- 
der ; for we are thus vouchsafed an in- 
sight into the writer’s genius, and an intel- 
ligence of the circumstances amidst which 
he wrote, and of which he was often an im- 
portant controller. ‘The Archduke Charles 
wrote his “ Grundsiitze der Strategie,” ete., 
as a vindication of his splendid movements 
in 1796, against the French armies of the 
Rhine and the Sambre-et-Meuse ; and it 
has remained at once a monument to his 
achievements and a standard text-book in 
military science. Marmont, the Marshal 
Duke of Ragusa, collecting the principles 
of the art of war from “long and frequent 
conversations with Napoleon, twenty cam- 
paigns, and more than half a century of 
experience,” has given us, in his “ Esprit 
des Institutions Militaires,’ a condensed 
view of his own military life, as complete, 
if not as pleasantly diffuse, as his large 
volumes of “ Mémoires.” Jomini, from 
an extended experience, and a study of 
the genius of Napoleon, which his Rus- 
sian position could never induce him to 
undervalue, has produced those standard 
works which must always remain the treas- 
ure-houses of military knowledge. We ad- 
mire veracity, but let no soldier confess 
that he has not read the “ Vie Politique et 
Militaire,” and the ‘Précis de l’Art de la 
Guerre.” But, in all these cases, the litera 


scripta has been but the closing act, — the 
signing of the name to History’s bead-roll 
of passing greatness, — thie testamentum of 
the old soldier whose personalty is worth 
bequeathing to the world. 

The work before us, although of great 
value and present importance, is of a very 
different character ; as a glance at the cir- 
cumstances which produced it will show. 
It has, however, we would fondly hope, 
anticipated for its youthful author a great- 
er success. 

In 1855, Mr. Jefferson Davis, then Sec- 
retary of War, sent a military commission 
to Europe, composed of Major Delafield 
of the Engineers, Major Mordecai of the 
Ordnance, and Captain McClellan, just 
promoted from a Lieutenancy of Engi- 
neers to a Captaincy in the Cavalry. Ma- 
jor Delafield was charged with the spe- 
cial subject of Engineering; Major Mor 
decai with Ordnance and Gunnery ; and to 
Captain McClellan was assigned the duty 
of a general report upon the Organiza- 
tion of Armies, with a special bearing up- 
on the formation of Infantry and Cavalry. 
Each of these gentlemen has written a 
book, and that of McClellan, originally 
published as a Report to the Secretary of 
War,— in unmanageable quarto, and at a 
more unmanageable price,—is now issued, 
in the volume before us, with the very ap- 
propriate title, “The Armies of Europe,” 
and in a convenient form for the eye and 
the purse. 

Whatever of technical value the other 
reports may have,—and they are, we 
doubt not, excellent, — McClellan’s is the 
only one of popular interest, the only one 
of rounded proportions and general impor- 
tance; and if it also contain much address- 
ed to the professional soldier, it must be 
remembered that the country is now be- 
ing educated up to the intelligent perusal 
of such books. 

Travelling in all the principal countries 
of Europe, — Montesquieu’s assertion is 
now verified, that “ only great nations can 
have large armies,” — the commission met 
everywhere proper facilities for observa- 
tion. McClellan made full notes upon the 
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spot, procured all the books of Tactics, 
Regulations, Military Laws, etc., and pro- 
vided himself with such models of arms, 
equipments, saddles, bridles, tents, etc., as 
were easily transported. Operations of a 
difficult and laborious character, such as 
carrying horses on shipboard, are fully de- 
monstrated with diagrams. Marches, ma- 
neuvres, detachments, battles, are fully 
discussed. Such investigations, when the 
French, Italian, or German language was 
the medium, were comparatively easy ; 
but in order to give a proper comparative 
view, he was obliged also to study Russian, 
which he did successfully ; by this means 
he has given us a masterly summary of 
the Russian system, with its immense bat- 
talions, its thousands of military schools, 
and its Cossack skirmishers, of wonderful 
endurance and formidable fierceness. 

The volume is a complete description in 
detail of the principal armies, and of wider 
scope than would be expected ; for, while 
the author has been very full upon the spe- 
cial topics assigned him, which did not in- 
clude the duties of Engineers and Engineer 
Troops, it is easy to see everywhere that 
these latter would intrude themselves with 
the siren charms of a first love, and noth- 
ing but the record could dissolve the spell. 
Indeed, he urgently recommends to the 
Government the organization of Engineer 
troops, specifying their equipments, points 
of instruction, and duties. In this depart- 
ment, his description of Military Bridges 
is of great value. Incident to the faithful 
descriptions contained in the Report, and 
by far the most valuable feature of the 
work, we would specify his comments up- 
on all that he saw. They are manly and 
bold, but raisonnés and just. They give 
token of that originality of thought which 
we call genius. The opening chapter on 
the Crimean War is the only fair critique 
of that gallant, but mismanaged campaign 
we remember to have seen. The author’s 
object is to exhibit the movements of both 
Allies and Russians 


* As truth will paint them, and as bards will 
not.” 


When McClellan’s work first appear- 
ed, the “ Atheneum ” took up spear and 
shield; but, selon conseil, McClellan de- 
clined to reply, and the champion fought 
the air, without injuring the record. 


A prime interest attaches to this work, 
because, unconsciously, the author has giv- 
en us, in advance, his repertory of instru- 
ments and principles. From the writ- 
ten word we may anticipate the brilliant 
achievement, while in every case the ac- 
tion may be tested by a reference to the 
recorded principle. 

The retirement of Scott places McClel- 
lan in a position where he will have nei- 
ther partner nor censor in his plans and 
movements. The graceful and appropri- 
ate manner in which the old veteran leaves 
the field, which age and infirmity will no 
longer allow him to command, is but a 
fitting prelude to the military rule of one 
upon whose brow the dew of youth still 
rests, and who brings to his responsible 
task the highest qualities, combined with 
a veneration for the noble virtues and an 
emulation of the magnanimous career of 
his predecessor, at once honorable and in- 
spiring. 


Spare Hours. By Joun Brown, M. D., 
Author of “Rab and his Friends.” Bos- 
ton: Ticknor & Fields. 16mo. 


Ir has not yet been satisfactorily ex- 
plained why doctors are such shrewd and 
genial men, and, when they appear in the 
literary field, such charming writers. This 
is one of the curious problems of the day, 
and undoubtedly holds its own answer in 
solution, but has not yet seen fit to make 
an observable precipitate. Perhaps this is 
because the times are stirring, and the facts 
cannot settle. <A delightful exhibition is 
made of something extremely good to take, 
which we swallow unscrupulously : in oth- 
er words, we can only guess how many 
scruples, and of what, this blessed medicine 
for the mind contains. As it is eminently 
fit for every American to have an hypothe- 
sis upon every subject, we might now, with 
proper recklessness, rush into print with a 
few unhesitating suggestions upon this sin- 
gular phenomenon of doctors gifted and 
graceful with the pen. 

We observe, at any rate, that it is some- 
thing independent of climate and locality, 
and not at all endemic. Otherwise it might 
be true that the restless and inquisitive 
climate of the Atlantic coast, which wears 
the ordinary Yankee to leanness, and “ es- 
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tablishes a raw” upon the nervous sys- 
tem, does soften to acuteness, mobility, and 
racy corrugation in the breast of its natu- 
ral ally, the Doctor. For autocratic tem- 
pers are bland towards each other, and 
murderous characteristics can mutually im- 
part something homologous to the refin- 
ing interchange of beautiful souls. There- 
fore we do not yet know how much our 
climate is indebted to our doctors. It may 
be suspected that they understand each 
other, as the quack and the fool do, whose 
interests are identical. 

But this will not account for the literary 
talent of the doctors. For they write books 
in England and Scotland, in France and 
temperate Germany, in every latitude and 
with a good deal; they are, however, de- 
fective in longitude, which is remarkable, 
when we consider how they will protract 
their cases. With their pens they are 
prompt, clean, humane in the matter of 
ink, their first intention almost always 
successful, their thought expelled by nat- 
ural cerebral contraction without stimulus, 
(we speak of ergot, but of “old rye” we 
know nothing,) their passion running to its 
crisis in the minimum of time, and their 
affections altogether pleasanter than any- 
thing of the kind they accuse us of having, 
as well as less lingering. But with their 
pills well, we all know how our ills 
are nursed by medicine. Is it a relief that 
their precept is less tedious than their 
practice? It is good policy for us, per- 
haps, if our minds are to be under treat- 
ment from their books, —and it grows 
plainer every day that no person of mind 
ean well escape from them,—that our 
bodies should continue subject to their 
boluses. ‘Thus we may die daily, but our 
incorporeal part is better acclimated in the 
invisible world of truths and realities. 

No,— the doctors owe nothing to climate 
or race. The intelligent ones are every- 
where broad, acute, tender, and religious. 
They uniformly see what is natural and 
what is morbid, what is fact and what is 
fancy, what is cutaneous and what is vital, 
in men and women. They stand on un- 
real, conventional terms with nothing. 
They know healthy from inflamed tissues, 
and run down, grab, and give one dexterous 
fatal shake to a tissue of lies. One of Dr. 
Brown’s terriers is not more swift, exact, 
and uncompromising after vermin. This 
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excellent sense for unvarnished realities 
has been attributed by some to their habit 
of visiting so many interiors — of men and 
of their houses — whose swell-fronts are 
pervious to the sincerity of pain. We 
never see a doctor’s chaise anchored at a 
door but we imagine the doctor taking in 
freight up-stairs. In these days he is be- 
ginning to receive more than he gives. 
Let no sarcastic person allude to doctors’ 
fees. We mean that the physician, whose 
humanity and intelligence are broad di- 
plomas, on presenting which the doors of 
hearts and houses open with a welcome, 
enters into the choicest field of his educa- 
tion and research, where his tender obser- 
vation walks the wards of thought, feeling, 
and motive, to amass the facts of health 
and suffering, to be refined at the true 
drama of pathos, to be ennobled by the 
spectacle of fair and lofty spiritual traits, 
to be advised of the weaknesses which he 
learns to touch lightly with his caustic, 
while his knowing and friendly look depre- 
sates all excess of pain. It is a school of 
shrewdness, gentleness, and faith. 

But a rich subject is here, altogether 
too wide for a book-notice, and worthy 
of deliberate, but enthusiastic treatment. 
Dr. John Brown of Edinburgh has con- 
sulted his own interior, and frequented 
those of his diocese, to some purpose. The 
pieces in this volume, which the publish- 
ers have selected from the two volumes 
of ‘* Hore Subsecive:,” omitting the more 
professional papers, are full of humor, ten- 
derness, and common sense. ‘They betray 
only occasionally, in a technical way, that 
the author is a disciple, as well as admirer, 
of Sydenham, and his own countryman, 
Cullen. But they overflow with the best 
specifics of the healing art, shrewdness, 
independence, nice observation ; they have 
a woman’s kindness and a man’s sturdiness. 
They honor human nature not the less be- 
cause the writer knows how to manage it, 
to raise a smile at its absurdities, to rally, 
pique, and guide it into health and good- 
humor. He is very clever with the edge- 
tools in his surgeon’s-case ; he whips you 
out an excrescence before you are quite 
aware that he meditated an operation, and 
you find that he had chloroformed you 
with a shrewd writer’s best anesthetic, a 
humorous and genial temper. 

There is a great deal of nice writing 
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here. Happy words come at a call and 
occupy their inevitable places. Now and 
then a Scotch word, with a real terrier 
phiz and the best qualities of “black and 
tan,” gives the page a local flavor which 
we should not like to miss. But the writ- 
ing is not provincial. There is Scotch 
character everywhere: the keenness, in- 
tensity, reverence, shaggy humor, sly fun, 
and just a touch of the intolerance. The 
somewhat literal regard for Scripture, the 
awe, and the unquestioning, childlike way 
of being religious, with the independence 
of Kirk and Sessions and National Estab- 
lishments, all belong to the best intelligence 
of Edinburgh. But the literary felicity, the 
scholarship, the various reading, the culti- 
vated appreciation of books, men, and sys- 
tems, while they make us admire —as a 
good many bright volumes printed in Edin- 
burgh have done before—the mental pow- 
er and refinement which that most pic- 
turesque of Northern cities nourishes, do 
still belong to the great commonwealth 
of letters, remind us not of wynds and 
closes, and run away from the littleness 
of time and place. 

If the reader would understand the dif- 
ference between the sentimental and the 
pathetic treatment of a subject, let him 
see in “ Rab and his Friends” how the 
pen of Dr. Brown follows the essential 
lines of that most pure and tender of all 
stories. In doing so he has given us a 
new creation in Ailie Noble. Not a line 
can be effectively added to that ideal nar- 
rative of a true history, not a word can be 
pushed from its place. The whole treat- 
ment is at once delicate, incisive, tender, 
reserved, and dramatic. And after read- 
ing it,—with or without tears, according to 
your capacity for dogged resistance to a 
distended lachrymal duct,—you will be 
conscious of bearing away a sweet and sub- 
duing impression, like that which a rare 
friend can sometimes give, which lingers 
many days. 

Let nobody omit to read the “ Let- 
ter to John Cairns, D. D.,” because he 
does not care for J. C. or know who he is. 
It contains some reminiscences by Dr. 
Brown of his father, a noted clergyman, 
of whose life and character Dr. Cairns had 
prepared a memoir. In this, and in the 
Essay upon Dr. Chalmers, Dr. Brown 
shows his capacity to observe and portray 


human moods and characteristics. There 
are his usual literary excellences, brought 
to the service of a keen and faithfully re- 
porting eye, and his fine humane qualities, 
his tenderness, reverence, and humor. 

This volume is one of the best ventures 
of the literary year. 


Cecil Dreeme. By THropore WinTHROP. 
Boston: Ticknor & Fields. 16mo. 


Is the death of Major Winthrop, at the 
promising commencement of his military 
career, the nation lost one of its purest, 
noblest, and most capable spirits. His in- 
dustry, sagacity, and intrepidity all rested 
on a firm basis of fixed principle and deep 
enthusiasm ; and had he lived, we have 
little doubt that both his moral and practi- 
cal power would have been felt among the 
palpable forces of the country. In the ar- 
ticles he contributed to this magazine, de- 
scribing his brief military experience, ev- 
ery reader must have recognized the sin- 
gular brightness of his mind and the sin- 
gular joyousness of his courage. Powers 
which, in meditation, worked*at the bid- 
ding of pensive or melancholy sentiments, 
seemed to be braced by action into un- 
wonted healthiness and hilarity ; and had 
he survived the experience of the present 
war, there can be little doubt that his in- 
tellect and imagination would, by contact 
with events, have been developed to their 
full capacity, and found expression in lit- 
erary works of remarkable power. 

“Cecil Dreeme” is one of several noy- 
els he wrote before the war broke out, and 
it conveys a striking impression of his 
genius and disposition. The utmost sen- 
sitiveness and delicacy of moral sense were 
combined in him with a rough delight in all 
the manifestations of manly strength ; and 
these two tendencies of his nature are fitly 
embodied and exquisitely harmonized in 
the characters of Cecil Dreeme and Robert 
Byng. They are opposites which by their 
very nature are necessarily attracted to 
each other. The obstacle to their mental 
and moral union is found in a third per- 
son, Densdeth, in whom manly strength 
and genius have been corrupted by selfish- 
ness and sensuality into the worst form of 
spiritual evil. This person is simply ab- 
horred by Cecil, while Byng finds in him 
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something which tempts appetite, piques 
curiosity, develops sensuous feeling, and 
provokes pride, as well as something which 
excites moral disgust and loathing. Byng’s 
distrustful love for Emma Denman admi- 
rably represents this stage of his moral 
experience. 

Densdeth is undoubtedly the central 
character of the book. It proves its crea- 
tor to be a true spiritual as well as physi- 
cal descendant of President Edwards ; and 
not even his ancestor has shown more 
vividly the “exceeding sinfulness of sin.” 
Densdeth is one of those evil natures in 
whom delight in evil pleasures has subsid- 
ed into a delight in evil itself, and a desire 
to communicate it to others. He has the 
diabolical power of calling out the latent 
evil in all natures with whom his own 
comes in contact, and he corrupts, not so 
much by example, as by a direct commu- 
nication of the corrupt spiritual life of his 
individual being. He is an accomplished 
devil, wearing the guise of a New-York 
man of fashion and fortune, —a devil such 
as tempts every person thrown into the vor- 
tex of our daily commonplace life. Every 
pure sentiment, noble aspiration, and man- 
ly instinct, every natural affection, gentle 
feeling, and religious principle, is tainted 
by his contaminating companionship. He 
infuses a subtle skepticism of the reality 
of goodness by the mere magnetism of his 
evil presence. Persons who have been 
guarded against the usual contrivances by 
which the conventional Devil works his 
wonders find themselves impotent before 
the fascinations of Densdeth. They follow 
while they detest him, and are at once his 
victims and his accomplices. In those 
whose goodness. like that of Cecil Dreeme, 
is founded on purity of sentiment and 
strength of principle, he excites unmiti- 
gated abhorrence and strenuous opposi- 
tion ; but on all those whose excellence is 
“respectable” rather than vital, who are 
good by the felicity of their circumstances 
rather than the force of their conscience, 
he exercises a fascination almost irresist- 
ible. To everybody, indeed, who has in 
him any latent evil not overbalanced by 
the habitual performance of positive du- 
ties, Densdeth’s companionship is morally 
blighting. The character, fearful in its 
way as the Mephistopheles of Goethe, is 
represented with considerable artistic skill. 
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Though the most really prominent person 
in the drama, he is, in the representa- 
tion, kept in the background, — a cynical, 
sneering, brilliant demi-devil, who appears 
only when some plot against innocence is 
beginning its wiles or approaching its con- 
summation. 

The incidents of the novel occur in some 
of the best-known localities of New York. 
Nobody can mistake Chuzzlewit Hotel and 
Chrysalis College. Every traveller has 
put up at the first and visited some literary 
or artistic friend at the second. Indeed, 
Winthrop seems to have deliberately chos- 
en the localities of his story with the spe- 
cial purpose of showing that passions almost 
as terrible as those which are celebrated 
in the tragedies of /®schylus and Sopho- 
cles may rage in the ordinary lodging-hous- 
es of New York. Tle has succeeded in 
throwing an atmosphere of mystery over 
places which are essentially commonplace ; 
and he has done it by the intensity with 
which he has conceived and represented 
the internal thoughts, struggles, and emo- 
tions of the men and women by whom 
these edifices of brick and stone are inhab- 
ited. 

‘Though a clear narrator, when the story 
required clear narration, Winthrop per- 
fectly understood the art of narrating by 
implication and allusion. He paints dis- 
tinetly and minutely, not omitting a single 
detail, when the occasion demands such 
faithful representation of real facts and lo- 
calities ; but he has also the power of flash- 
ing his meaning by suggestive hints which 
the most labored description and explica- 
tion could not make more effective. He 
makes the mind of the reader work sym- 
pathetically with his own in building up 
the idea he seeks to convey. Crimes which 
are nameless are mutually understood by 
this refined communion between author 
and reader. The mystery of the plot is 
not directly explained, but each party 
seems to bring, as in private conversation, 
his individual sagacity to bear upon the 
right interpretation. 

The style of the book is admirable. It 
is brief almost to abruptness. The words 
are few, and are crammed with all the 
meaning they can hold. There is not a 
page which does not show that the writ- 
er is an economist of expression, and 
desirous of conveying his matter with 
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the slightest possible expenditure of ink. 
Charles Reade himself does not condense 
with a more fretful impatience of all cir- 
cumlocution and a profounder reliance on 
the absolute import of single words. 

We might easily refer to particular 
scenes from this book, illustrative of the 
author’s descriptive and representative 
powers. Among many which might be 
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noticed, we will allude to only two, —that 
in which Cecil is revived from his “sleep 
of death,” and that in the opera-house, 
where Byng is apprised of the guilt of 
Emma Denman. Nobody can read either 
without feeling that in the disastrous fight 
of Great Bethel we lost a great novelist 
as well as a chivalrous soldier and a no- 
ble man. 
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of a Visit to Madagascar. With an Auto- 
biographical Introduction. Translated by H. 
W. Dulcken. New York. Harper & Brothers. 
12mo. pp. 281. $1.25. 

Patriotic and Heroic Eloquence: A Book for 
the Patriot, Statesman, and Student. New 
York. J. G. Gregory. 12mo. pp. 264. 75 
cts. 

Great Expectations. By Charles Dickens. 
Philadelphia. T. B. Peterson & Brothers. 
8vo. paper. pp. 168. 25 cts. 

Deep-Sea Soundings and Explorations of 
the Bottom: or, The Ultimate Analysis of Hu- 
man Knowledge. By A. B. Johnson. Print- 
ed for Private Distribution. 16mo. pp. 78. 


Recent American Publications. 


* 


[ December. 


The Armies of Europe: Comprising Descrip- 
tions in Detail of the Military Systems of Eng- 
land, France, Russia, Prussia, Austria, and 
Sardinia, adapting their Advantages to all 
Arms of the United States Service; and em- 
bodying the Report of Observations in Europe 
during the Crimean War, as Military Commis- 
sioner from the United States Government in 
1855-56. By George B. McClellan, Major- 
General United States Army. Originally pub- 
lished under the Direction of the War Depart- 
ment, by Order of Congress. Illustrated with 
Several Hundred Engravings. Philadelphia. 
J. B. Lippincott & Co. 8yvo. pp. 499. $3.00. 

Tales of a Grandfather. History of Scotland. 
By Sir Walter Scott, Bart. With Notes. In 
Six Volumes. Boston. Ticknor & Fields. 
16mo. Vols. I. and IL. pp. xii., 801; vi., 301. 
per vol. 75 cts. 

The Okavango River. A Narrative of Trav- 
el, Exploration, and Adventure. By Charles 
John Andersson. With Maps and Illustrations. 
New York. Harper & Brothers. 8yo. pp. 
414. $2.00. 


